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ABSTRACT 
PERICLES 
A JOURNEY INTO FOREIGN LANDS 
 
September 2009 
 
SHAWN LACOUNT, B.A., CLARK UNIVERSITY 
 
M.A. Ed., CLARK UNIVERSITY 
 
M.F.A., UNIVERSITY OF MASSACHUSETTS AMHERST 
 
Directed by: Professor Gilbert McCauley 
 
 
Within this thesis I aim to prove that working outside my personal artistic comfort zone 
has ultimately been beneficial to all my work as a theatre artist. Specifically, I explore the 
greater merit of choosing to wrestle with a project that, from the beginning, felt far 
beyond my capabilities and scope as a director. 
 
This thesis explores the many challenges I faced and skills I developed during the process 
of directing my first Shakespearean play.  Throughout my analysis of the production 
process I explore many of the areas where my theatrical view was clearly expanded. I 
spend less time, discussing the strengths that I believe I do have as a theater director and 
how those tools helped to keep me grounded in those moments when I felt like I was the 
wrong director for the project. 
 
I have been told that one of my greatest strengths as a director is my ability and desire to 
collaborate. I hold my collaborators’ ideas and insights in the highest regard. I sincerely 
believe that for each project, the right people are in the right room at the right time and 
 vii 
that it takes a good listener and a sense of clarity and direction to achieve something 
beautiful and meaningful, together. I am able to rally a group of artists around one 
common cause. Part of this skill is that I am committed to working in great detail with 
each individual within a group. Regardless of the size of the cast, one of my strengths as 
a director is that I am able to help actors find a level of integrity and depth in their work 
that often translates to actors who deliver proud and confident performances. 
 
In the end, even though Pericles is not contemporary edgy fare, it is quite a compelling 
and twisted tale. Although, I have certainly been attracted to the odd and macabre, 
Pericles is more than that. It is also spiritual and aims to heal the human soul. I found this 
cause a worthy one and one worth the time and efforts of our talented and dedicated 
artistic team. 
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PREFACE 
In Pursuit of Mastery 
Upon entering graduate school at the University of Massachusetts I had been the 
Artistic Director of Company One, a fringe theatre in residence at the Boston Center for 
the Arts, for seven years. Though it was a relatively small company in 2006, our theatre 
had been growing fast -- so fast that I was concerned about being able to keep up with its 
successes myself. The company was winning awards and gaining all sorts of acclaim 
from local theatre professionals, critics and Boston audiences. As Artistic Director, I was 
pleased with my ability to program seasons, facilitate collaboration with other 
organizations, work with groups of artists to cultivate new work, and to produce quality 
plays. But I had serious doubts about my work as a theatre director. I had never taken a 
directing class. Critics and audiences often found my staged work compelling and 
interesting, but I knew that I had a long way to go in order to be the kind of director I 
aspire to be. I was concerned that I did not have the training or the background to make 
sophisticated artistic choices for the stage and I was nervous about my ability to inspire 
and sustain a vibrant cutting-edge arts organization for much longer. I had a point of 
view: when it came to theatre and performance, I knew what I liked and what I did not 
like. Or at least I thought I did.  
Having founded and run an organization for several years I was eager to find 
myself back in school where I was not expected to have all of the answers, but rather to 
wrestle with meaningful questions. I sought an institution that would encourage me to 
explore, fail and grow. More than anything else, I was searching for an artistic mentor. I 
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desperately craved an experienced artist and teacher who worked with a sense of purpose, 
spirituality and integrity—someone who I could trust to help guide me and my art.  
During one of our first weeks of class, Professor Gilbert McCauley posed a 
difficult question. He told us that at the end of three years, if we did not do anything 
foolish to jeopardize our position at the university, we would have the degree and title of 
Master of Fine Arts in Theater. He asked us what we thought it meant to master 
something: what would we have to accomplish at the University of Massachusetts that 
would justify the title of Master? Most of us responded that we were unsure. After all, 
this felt like a substantial question that could have a significant impact on the next three 
years. 
Grappling with this question, I realized that I was afraid of taking risks as a 
director. Directing edgy plays was not a risk for me—working with classical text was. 
When it was my turn, I said that perhaps to be a master director is to know who you are 
and what you bring to an artistic process. Maybe a master director is a leader who values 
collaboration and his collaborators, and is able to guide any artistic process toward a 
place of worth, substance and entertainment for the stage. In short, I thought a Master of 
Fine Arts in Theatre Direction should be able to locate a topical relevance and clear point 
of entrance into any play or project and be able to create something beautiful, relevant 
and alive on the stage—even if the play or project was not one that fit his or her particular 
aesthetic or proven artistic style.  
Three years ago I considered myself a director of contemporary American 
realism, especially  new work that had a social or political edge. I had been moderately 
successful directing and producing new plays by Gina Gionfriddo, Noah Haidle and 
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Stephen Adly Guirgis, to name a few. I abhorred all musical theatre, considering it fluff 
and void of substance and social message. Though I always had an appreciation for 
Shakespeare and held his work on a pedestal, I rarely saw staged versions of his plays 
that I enjoyed or that excited me. I did, however, see the potential in these plays and was 
occasionally inspired by an actor’s delivery of dazzling poetry or a rare staged moment 
that was full of truthful action and emotion. Once in a great while I would see a staged 
production or a filmed version of a Shakespearean play that was wonderful, but could not 
put my finger on what it was that drew me into the production.  
Truth be told, I could have been very happy and comfortable spending my three 
years at graduate school working on contemporary edgy dramas or dark comedies like the 
ones I had seen some success with before re-entering academia. I knew I was at school to 
grow, but each time I was asked to propose plays or projects, I would always reach 
toward plays like Martin McDonagh’s The Pillowman, Suzan Lori Parks’s Top 
Dog/Under Dog, or Jez Butterworth’s Mojo. All of these plays are dark and funny with 
relatively small casts. They have all been written in the past fifteen years and are 
considered edgy and dangerous in some way. I was elated by the opportunity to direct 
The Pillowman for my first main stage production at the university, but ultimately, I 
realized it was not the artistic push I needed from my experience at graduate school. I 
was not quite brave enough to push myself toward a truly challenging experience. 
Fortunately, I was surrounded by a faculty who recognized this, and never intended to 
allow me to get away with taking the less challenging road. 
During the course of my three years in this MFA program I have been stretched, 
pushed and bent to challenge myself. With the exception of my first main stage 
 xi 
production (though The Pillowman was certainly a challenging play on other levels), 
there was not one play or project that I have worked on over the course of my graduate 
career that I felt was within my artistic comfort zone. From class projects focusing on 
Sondheim, Chekhov and Moliere, to my main stage production of Shakespeare’s 
Pericles, Prince of Tyre, I have experienced an intense and often uncomfortable 
education full of challenges, failures and successes. Each individual challenge proved to 
be ultimately rewarding as my artistic scope and theatrical awareness have been 
broadened. Each experience has taught me a world of lessons and certainly made me a 
better director. 
Graduate Projects that Expanded the Boundaries 
One of the first times I felt I was working outside of my artistic comfort-zone was 
in Directing Studio during my first year. Each of the five directing graduate students was 
asked to choose a scene from a play that would present a challenge for one of our peers. 
Aware of my aversion to musicals, Maryanne Lombardi, chose a scene for me from 
Stephen Sondheim’s Company. When I read the play I was bored and concerned. I did 
not like the text and had no idea how to make it exciting. Maryanne suggested that I listen 
to the music, but hearing the music made me feel even further removed from the play. In 
preparing to direct the scene I was nothing short of lost. Through the rehearsal process, 
working with the actors and through conversation with Professor McCauley and the other 
directors, I began to find a way into the scene – a way that helped me to understand the 
scene and eventually to make it my own. The final presentation was a scene that had a 
strange psychological nightmare approach. It was humorous, slightly grotesque and, 
finally, something that I was proud of. I left the project with a whole new way of looking 
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at the theatre. My eyes had been opened to a genre of theatre and directing techniques 
that at one time I had dismissed, but now were new and exciting. This little project and 
many others like it helped me gain the confidence to direct my first musical 
professionally at Company One in Boston in the summer of 2008: Stephen Sondheim and 
John Weidman’s Assassins. Recently the Independent Reviewers of New England 
(IRNE) nominated the production for Best Musical in Boston in 2008 and I was 
nominated for Best Director of a Musical. Though I was deeply flattered and honored, 
truthfully, I had to laugh: it was one of my company’s most successful productions to 
date, and I was dragged into it through Directing Studio, cursing Sondheim and the class! 
My experience with Shakespeare was not so different. Taking Professor Gina 
Kaufmann’s Shakespeare-focused Directing Studio class in my second year gave me the 
courage not to run screaming when the department of theater told me that I would be 
directing Pericles for my thesis production in the spring of 2009. As it happens, the 
Shakespeare play that I have seen the most happens to be the one I enjoy the least: A 
Midsummer Night’s Dream. Professor Kaufmann had no way of knowing this, but she 
assigned me the task of directing, in my opinion, the least-exciting scene for our final 
Directing Studio project that semester. I know that as someone who has chosen a life in 
the theatre, I am supposed to love Shakespeare’s Mechanicals for their charm, their 
humor, and because they, too, aspire to a life in theatre. The truth is, I never like theatre 
about theatre and Shakespeare’s endearingly clumsy acting troupe is no exception. But 
after wrestling with the text and working with some talented young actors, we produced a 
scene that felt truthful and alive — even if it did make use of the Renaissance Center’s 
stock ass’s head. The apparent challenge and the successes and failures of the rehearsal 
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process of this scene from Midsummer must have been enough for Professors Kaufmann 
and McCauley to recognize what I needed more than anything else to stimulate my 
growth as a director.
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CHAPTER 1 
 
PERICLES, PRINCE OF TYRE 
Introduction 
Toward the end of our second year, the directing students were asked to propose 
three plays for the season selection committee. Once my first three suggested ideas were 
declined, I ended up proposing a total of six plays. All six were rejected. For reasons 
unclear to me at the time, I was assigned a play that no one had officially proposed (and I 
had never read or seen): Pericles, Prince of Tyre. Some quick research told me that the 
play was rarely produced, confusing, required a large cast of characters, and resembled a 
kind of Homeric tragi-circus. Professor McCauley told me plainly that this was meant to 
be a challenge: a rarely produced Shakespearean romance, a sizable cast, a season slot 
that put me in a massive venue and pushed my production right up against the thesis 
deadline — plus a story line that took place, literally across the map, fusing what is 
widely regarded as at least two plays into one. On top of that, early research informed me 
that it is likely that Shakespeare wrote very little of the text. And after speaking with 
many of the faculty, I realized that no one really liked the play on the whole, though there 
were elements within the play that people loved. I was daunted and I was afraid. 
Yet through all of the intimidating obstacles that came along with directing 
Pericles, I found myself excited by the challenge and ready to tackle what would be the 
most difficult play I had ever directed. In the following pages I will explore the value of 
working outside one’s own area of artistic comfort and I will demonstrate that through 
deep and meaningful collaboration, almost any creative problem can be solved with 
integrity, intelligence and artistry. 
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History of a Romance 
THE LATE, 
And much admired Play, 
Called 
Pericles, Prince 
of Tyre 
With the true Relation of the whole Historie, 
Adventures, and fortunes of the said Prince: 
As also 
The no lesse strange, and worthy accidents,  
in the Birth and Life, of his Daughter 
MARIANA.1  
Pericles, Prince of Tyre was written sometime between 1603 and 16082 and to 
this very day is a play whose legacy is wrapped up in mystery and inconsistency. 
Although productions of the play almost always credit William Shakespeare as the sole 
author, it is widely thought that Shakespeare is likely one of at least two writers who 
penned Pericles. The play was not included in the first folio in 1623 and it is uncertain 
when or where exactly the play had its first production3. A tale of morality and faith, 
                                                 
1
 From the title page of the Elizabethan Club copy of the first edition of Pericles. 
 
2
 Prior, Roger, "The Life of George Wilkins," Shakespeare Survey 55 (1972). 
 
3
 Tompkins, J. M. S. “Why Pericles?” The Review of English Studies, New Series, Vol. 3, 
No. 12 (Oct., 1952), pp. 315 
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Pericles has been categorized as a romance, being comic, tragic and utilizing elements of 
history.4 Narrated by a character called Gower, Pericles tells the adventures of the young 
Prince and follows him along with his daughter Marina through over fifteen years of 
overwhelming joy and devastating calamity. As indicated in the title page quoted above, 
half of the play follows the character of Pericles as he seeks a bride, flees from an evil 
kingdom where there is a ransom on his head, saves a starving nation, is shipwrecked, 
wins himself a princess, loses his wife in childbirth, and rules his own kingdom from afar 
while he travels. The second half of the play happens fifteen years later and follows 
Pericles’s daughter Marina as she is raised by a jealous queen who attempts to have 
Marina murdered — at which time she is kidnapped by pirates, sold to a brothel and 
eventually reunited with her father and her mother as well as becoming engaged. The 
story is full of highly dramatic, at times ridiculous events, and unfolds like a circus full of 
exotic countries and wild characters.  
Though there is plenty of controversy surrounding the actual authorship of the 
play, the most common modern understanding is that Shakespeare is responsible for 
penning Act III through the end of the play— the story of Marina.5 George Wilkins, the 
author of the novel entitled The Painful Adventures of Pericles, Prince of Tyre is widely 
                                                 
4
 Bevington, David. "A Companion to Shakespeare's Works. Volume 3: The Comedies 
and Volume 4: The Poems, Problem Plays, Late Plays." Shakespeare Quarterly, Vol. 58, 
Issue 4. Washington, DC, 2007. 
 
5
 Gossett, Suzanne, Pericles. William Shakespeare.  London: Arden Shakespeare., ed. 
2004,. pp. 47–54.  
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credited with the remainder of the text.6 There is, of course, much discussion, criticism 
and theory that differ from this claim as well. 
Pericles was originally produced with much success in Shakespeare’s day, 
although playwright Ben Jonson dismissed its apparent commercial success, saying 
“Come leave the loathed stage to some mouldy tale like Pericles.”7 Later reviews were 
equally harsh: the Edwardian critic Lytton Strachey brushed it off as “a miserable, 
archaic fragment.”8 Considered commercially successful in the early 17th Century, it 
appears that the play may not have been produced at all in the 18th Century, but has 
experienced something of a renaissance in the past 50 years.9 There have been notable 
productions at prestigious theatres over the past 40 years including Hartford Stage 
Company (1987), The American Repertory Theatre (2003), and The Royal Shakespeare 
Company (2006), but the play is still one of the Bard’s least performed works.  
 
 
 
 
 
                                                 
6
 Wilkins, George, et al, Pericles. William Shakespeare. Oxford: Oxford University 
Press, ed. 2004, pp. 4–6. 
 
7
 Bellinger, Alfred R, “Appendix B.” Pericles,  Prince of Tyre, William Shakespeare. 
New Haven: The Yale Shakespeare. (1925)  pp.118. 
 
8
 Lester, Gideon. "The Triumph of Pericles." ARTicles Online, Vol. 1, No. 4B, American 
Repertory Theatre, Cambridge, Mass. 
<http://www.amrep.org/articles/1_4/triumph.html>, June 2003. 
 
9
 Lester, "The Triumph of Pericles." 
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CHAPTER 2 
 
COLLABORATION AND PRE PRODUCTION 
The Cut 
Before my time at the University of Massachusetts, I had a basic idea of what a 
dramaturg was and how dramaturgs were of value to the process of staging a play. My 
direct experience working with a dramaturg was limited, at best. The dramaturgs that I 
had worked with were largely untrained, but intelligent collaborators who assisted my 
direction of a play from a distance with historical research and the creation of program 
materials. It was not until my time in the university theatre department that I realized how 
critically important the dramaturg/director relationship was to the play making process. 
From the very beginning of the Pericles process, my most intimate and fruitful 
collaboration was, without a doubt, with the production dramaturg, Liana Thompson. 
Liana became my partner-in-crime as we together went into battle with this script to 
analyze the text, extract a compelling story and come to understand the many 
complexities of the play’s places, characters and relationships. I remember our first 
conversation about Pericles. We were both overwhelmed by the task at hand, but 
energized by the challenge we faced, as if we both knew that we would experience major 
growth by enduring this process. The thing that I appreciated most about Liana from the 
start was that she was not afraid to take as much ownership over the script and production 
process as I, the show’s director, was. She wanted to be as involved as she could be in all 
aspects of production, and her commitment proved to be a major asset for the play and 
the entire production team. 
 6 
We focused our initial Pericles discussions around major questions we both had 
about the script. Initially, my biggest concern was the character of Gower, the story’s 
central narrator. Who was John Gower? Why is this story so important to him? Why 
would our audience care about John Gower the man or about the story he had to share? 
Gower’s monologues account for a large portion of the script. The character was both 
poetic and long-winded. It was unclear what the connection of Gower to the audience 
was supposed to be. There was also no clear “world” in which Gower existed: the text 
tells us only that Gower has come “from ashes” to tell this story. We talked about cutting 
the narrator altogether, but decided that the action of the play, without a narrator, would 
have too many gaps in the story and would require further explanation in order to keep an 
audience clear on time, events and places. We then started to discuss what the character 
of Gower could represent.  
Liana and I had never heard of John Gower before reading Pericles, but chances 
are that he was a house-hold name in Elizabethan England. Gower was a poet and his 
body was buried just a few blocks from the Globe Theatre where Pericles was thought to 
have been originally produced in London. It was likely that many audience members 
walked by his grave on the way to the theatre. Gower, a contemporary of Chaucer, wrote 
Confessio Amantis— a collection of books focused on the seven deadly sins. In 
examining the sin of lechery, he relates the tale of the incestuous Antiochus10 that also 
serves as the opening scene in Pericles. As interesting as all of this was, we felt that a 
contemporary audience would not bring enough knowledge about who Gower was or 
why he was telling this story without a program note full of factoids on the man’s life. 
                                                 
10
 Bellinger, Alfred R, “Appendix A”. Pericles,  Prince of Tyre, William Shakespeare. 
New Haven: The Yale Shakespeare. 1925,  pp.113. 
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Even then, the relevance of John Gower as narrator to the tale of Pericles and his 
daughter Marina was shaky. We decided that the historical context of John Gower was 
not a strong enough angle to support our narrator or to hold our play together. We started 
to talk about how this story could be the most urgent and necessary to any narrator, 
freeing ourselves from the character of Gower. Perhaps the narrator was a writer or an 
illustrator and the tale of prince Pericles was a book or a graphic novel he was working 
on. Perhaps the narrator could be an elder telling a child a bedtime story — although this 
play would make for more nightmares than sweet dreams. We explored how the narrator 
needed to connect to our audience — what if he were a U-Mass student? All of these 
ideas had merit, but choosing one so early started to feel arbitrary. Instead we shifted our 
attention to the cut of the script, deciding to leave the cut of Gower’s monologues and the 
question “who will our narrator be?” for later discussions. 
In Liana’s effort to cut the script for Pericles, she wisely asked me not just what 
she should cut, but why we were cutting at all and what we wanted to achieve. Facing this 
question so directly reminded me that I did not yet have a clear concept for our 
production; I needed to think more about the lens through which we wanted to tell our 
story. This also made me realize that this was the first time I had ever had to direct a play 
that was not of my choosing. Liana wanted to know why we had to tell this story—what 
was essential and what did we truly care about? Her point was well taken. Even though it 
felt a bit naïve, I told Liana that I wanted to cut the play simply because I thought it took 
too long to take us from one miraculous event to the other. I liked how sloppy it felt, and 
I did not want to clean it up too much. The appeal of the play, it seemed, was in its 
circus-like quality. It happens not just in many rooms or places in a given city, but in 
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many countries, kingdoms and temples. And it happens wildly, in what can be described 
as totally unjustified plot development. Surprising events top one another until the 
mountain of tragedies and miracles that occur throughout the story feels absurdly high. 
This is what I liked most about the play. I loved countering the absurd situational comedy 
with the heavy familial tragedy. I was excited to try to keep an audience on the edge of its 
seat, unsure of when it was appropriate to laugh or to cry. Opposing the rush of emotional 
loss when Pericles finds out his wife has died in childbirth with the utter absurdity of a 
gaggle of pirates kidnapping Marina just before she is to be murdered is just the kind of 
craziness that made the play exciting to me as a director. So I told Liana that I wanted to 
attempt to keep all of the events of the play, but that I wanted the play to move quickly, 
without giving our audience much time to process the unlikely events, or to have the time 
to fully judge the characters’ actions and motivations. As the gods ask of Pericles to keep 
faith throughout the course of his journey, the play asks its audience to believe that no 
matter how farfetched the story may seem, in the end there will be redemption. I asked 
Liana to try to get the cut under an hour and a half, knowing that our goal was a play that 
ran an hour and forty-five minutes with a fifteen minute intermission, making the entire 
experience around two hours. I thought that a contemporary audience made up primarily 
of college students would not be willing to give us much longer than that to tell them this 
fantastic and implausible story.  
Liana wanted to make a decision about where our play would break for 
intermission sooner rather than later. We both agreed that the natural place to break was 
when the story switched its focus from Pericles to his daughter, Marina. This also 
allowed for fifteen years to pass during the course of intermission rather than during the 
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course of a scenic transition. That made sense in terms of where to start the second act, 
but how exactly should we end the first act in a way that would not feel awkward or 
confusing? In order to make an audience want to return for the second act, we thought 
that it would be wise to pose a question at the end of the first act rather than make any 
sort of statement or tie up any loose ends. We decided to move the first Ephesus scene, 
where the body of Thaisa, Pericles’s wife, is found washed up on the shore in a coffin 
after having been cast into the sea by Pericles and his sailors, to the end of act one. This 
allowed for our first act to end on the question: “Can Cerimon, the healer of Ephesus, 
revive the seemingly lifeless Thaisa?” This idea was exciting to us as well, because the 
second act, and consequently the play, also ends with Cerimon in Ephesus. This decision 
felt like it cleaned up some of the storytelling in a way that increased the mystery, and 
made the narrative more accessible as it came full circle.  
The final major script decision we made together early on was to cut the land of 
Tyre as a place that the play visited. There were only two short scenes in the original text 
that took place in Tyre, and the location didn’t feel critical in either. By avoiding going 
back to Tyre, we simplified a few tricky (and potentially time-consuming) transitions and 
created an interesting theme of an odyssey that happened entirely away from home. 
When Liana brought up the fact that it may be dangerous to cut the one place referenced 
in play’s title, I reminded her that the text also calls Pericles the Prince of Tyre, when he 
is clearly the King for the entirety of our play. It was my opinion that the inconsistencies 
and discrepancies in the text gave us a kind of permission to help tell a clearer and more 
accessible story. She agreed and soon after these decisions were confirmed, Liana handed 
me a cut script. 
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The Collaboration 
We began meeting as a production design team in the fall semester of 2008. 
Although University-required production meetings did not start until later in the semester, 
making sure our entire design team was on the same page as a team from the beginning 
was paramount for me in making a successful production. I asked the team to gather at 
my apartment one morning every week until technical rehearsals began. At these 
meetings, held over a bribe of breakfast, we would discuss our ideas for making the play 
the best it could be. In addition to myself, these meetings were attended by Liana; 
Heather Aulenback, the costume designer; Sean Cote, the set designer; Cate McLaughlin, 
the sound designer; Thad Kramer, the lighting designer; Anna Norcross, the stage 
manager; Kelsey Whalen, the assistant stage manager; Jack O’Brien, the assistant 
dramaturg; Jonathan Hicks, the assistant lighting designer; and Toby Bercovici, the 
assistant director.  
I started the first meeting by giving everyone at the table the opportunity to 
express what about the Pericles process excited them, and what scared them. 
Overwhelmingly, the size of the project was what alarmed our team the most. From the 
amount of costumes that needed to be designed and made to a set that could 
accommodate so many different places, the team was concerned about the sheer scope of 
the play. The elements of the play that excited the designers ranged from the humor in the 
play to the danger and emotional rollercoaster ride. At the very start of our process, some 
of us clearly loved the play and some of us despised it and resented having to work on it. 
The most important thing that I realized after the first meeting was that everyone 
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appeared game to do whatever they had to in order to make this a successful 
collaboration. 
The Concept 
I had an early sense that our design team was looking for a clear concept from the 
director, more so than any play I had previously worked on. I was highly resistant to this, 
for several reasons: first, there was no single concept I could imagine that would connect 
all of the pieces of the play without simplifying it in a way that took away from its 
eclectic and exciting nature. I knew that I was not interested in making the play less 
complicated. Second, in all of the productions of Shakespeare I have seen, the shows that 
had a clear, often heavy-handed concept, were always the most gimmicky and the least 
interesting. Finally, I was reluctant to provide the design team with any excuses. The only 
way we were going to make this story presentable in a way that an audience could follow 
and care about these characters was by all of us owning the process and the concept as a 
collective. I wasn’t interested in our production being doomed from the start because the 
director foolishly tried to cram the imperfect play into some perfect mold. This approach 
was successful in that the artistic involvement was very collaborative and everyone 
working on the show felt ownership over their choices. In retrospect, having debriefed 
with each of my designers and many of my professors after the production closed, I think 
I could have helped the design team focus earlier in the process by allowing myself to 
commit to a central theme or idea in a more grounding way, without feeling like I had to 
produce an awkward modernization.  
Though I was not sure what our concept was, I knew the things that struck me 
about the play and what I wanted our production to focus on. I was drawn to the 
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juxtaposition that the play inherently sets up: the humor against the tragedy. Free choice 
against the power of destiny. Dark against light. I was won over by the momentum and 
adventure of the fairytale. Once we begin the story, Pericles is on a fifteen-year, life-
changing, faith-testing rollercoaster ride. I was deeply affected by the role of faith in 
Pericles. The test of faith put upon both Pericles and Marina would break even the most 
devoted zealot. In the end, of course, their strong faith was the primary cause for their 
redemption and eventual reunion. 
The first conceptual idea that the design team came up with as a group was to use 
the aesthetic of the graphic novel. The stark contrast that exists in most graphic novels is 
a natural fit for the play’s visual storytelling. Sean Cote created some beautiful renderings 
of a set that had bold lines and vivid colors. Heather Aulenback created a few costume 
sketches of Antiochus in a long menacing black robe that extended down well past his 
throne. Cate McLaughlin’s sound samples started to feel moody and dramatic. There was 
something to this idea. As a group we discussed how perhaps the narrator of this story, 
Gower, could be portrayed as a graphic novelist finishing his masterpiece aloud as he 
created it. We even discussed the idea of having comic book-style drawings projected on 
a scrim behind him in order to tell the portions of the tale that would not be staged in the 
play.  
This concept was exciting in many ways, and gave everyone a clear lens into their 
work on the production. The problem was that the concept didn’t make any of us care 
more about the play. It was not an idea that came out of trying to present all the things 
that Pericles could be, but rather one confining element. As quickly as the idea formed, 
we all began to feel like we were trying to wedge a wild play into very defined corner. 
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Was the graphic novel idea hip and enticing? Yes, but it lacked the integrity and 
complexity of the story we all wanted to tell. After all, the graphic novel by definition is a 
two-dimensional form. 
Thinking about Gower as a graphic novelist made the team refocus on defining 
who our narrator should be. In our discussions we found the idea of Gower as an 
omniscient creator to be less than compelling. We were searching for a character that 
could have a relationship to the story of Pericles that would make his need to tell the 
story apparently urgent and personal. I decided that the narrator that I would find the 
most engaging would be an older man who at the end of the play, would be revealed as 
an aged Pericles, retelling the extraordinary story of his youth. Like a grandfather giving 
his grandchild advice, I thought the wisdom of an older man who had experienced what 
Pericles had gone through would be someone our audience would listen to, believe and 
appreciate. The entire team agreed that this direction felt justified and more organic to the 
play. 
The Design 
Once we agreed on a direction for our narrator, we decided to approach the design 
for the production in a more traditional way. The idea was that if the story was ultimately 
important to the storyteller, then the story itself would be dynamic enough to stand alone 
without of any devised mask or concept. I explained to our team that I wanted these 
worlds to feel familiar, but foreign. I hoped audiences would feel as if they recognized 
these places without ever having actually been to any of them. At the prompting of our 
costume designer, we decided to go back to the text and as Shakespeare did, use a Greek 
and Persian influence to ground our world. Our set designer’s research on Greek 
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architecture lead him to a design based in marble columns and stone steps. I liked his idea 
of using these traditionally Greek elements to remind us of the types of places we would 
travel to with our hero. I was also interested in the forward motion of the play. One of the 
dramatic elements that I found particularly engaging was how quickly the story moved 
Pericles from place to place and from circumstance to wild circumstance. I wanted a set 
that facilitated this movement both in terms of clean transitions from country to country, 
but also in terms of form and style. We decided that there should be no place on the set 
that felt lived-in or notably permanent, outside of the architectural columns and steps. I 
wanted for the space to support the idea that the audience should not get too comfortable, 
because our play would soon be moving us into another world. As we explored hard 
angles and sharp lines mixed with the traditional architecture, we also discussed using the 
set to force the audience’s perspective. I asked Sean if the set could push the action of the 
play downstage, closer to the audience, making the cavernous Rand stage a bit more 
intimate. Playing off of our earlier discussions of faith and the presence of the gods, we 
also decided to exaggerate the height of the steps, making them ascend towards the 
heavens. Soon we had a set design that was bold and versatile. It became a simple, 
imposing structure that comprised a large staircase, four columns and an upstage 
walkway that bridged the other elements and sat eight feet in the air, providing another 
level for actors to play on. With the exception of one large table, which the actors in the 
banquet scene would eventually be responsible for carrying on stage, there was no 
scenery to fly in, no trap doors, and no magical structural changes during the play. We 
were to rely on light, sound, costume and our actors to tell us where we were and to drive 
our fast-moving tale. 
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Figure 1: Pericles and Marina arrive at Diana’s Temple 
 
While we were defining and refining the set design, Heather was focused on the 
costumes—all 55 of them! With such a large cast of characters, we needed to make some 
solid decisions quickly to help Heather and her costume crew feel confident that they had 
the time to create all of the garments. Luckily, Heather had strong opinions while being 
collaborative in her approach. After pointing the team in the direction of the Greek and 
Persian influence, Heather produced renderings that the rest of the team could review and 
discuss. Upon viewing her work for the first time, I realized what an intelligent listener 
Heather was, able to incorporate several of the ideas and viewpoints that had come up 
around the table during the course of our initial meetings. Her costume design focused on 
bringing vibrant color and tone to the play. More important, her design focused on 
defining the different worlds that Pericles and Marina travel to. From using a slightly 
West African influence in the starving selfish land of Tarsus to a Gypsy style for the 
seedy characters in Mytelene, it was clear that costumes would be a key component in 
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differentiating the places in our story. Because I was initially looking to keep the cast 
relatively small, she was also partially responsible for making certain actors appear to be 
entirely changed as they stepped in and out of several characters each. The early 
renderings evolved quite a bit as we further discussed the objectives of each character and 
the type of world they inhabited. As we approached auditions, our design team was 
feeling confident about our direction. The script was largely cut and the story was clear; 
the bold set was designed and the transitions looked manageable; and the preliminary 
costume design was beautiful and inspiring. The design team, at first fearful and 
intimidated at the prospect of mounting Pericles, was now starting to get excited by the 
challenge of collectively staging this monster of a play. 
 
Figure 2: Costume Design for the ladies in the Kingdom of Pentapolis 
 
Casting 
One of the many challenges that a production of Pericles presents is the size of 
the cast. My experience directing tells me that my strength is working with smaller casts 
to develop character, urgent objectives and relationships. Our cut of Pericles had upward 
of forty characters. My initial plan was to cast as few actors as possible to play all of the 
roles. My goal was a cast of ten. After many discussions with Liana and my advisor, 
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professor Gina Kaufmann, I was convinced to reconsider this small number; in addition 
to offering more opportunities to the undergraduates at the University, I also had to think 
about quick changes and how each actor could get from character to character. Once we 
had our first set of auditions I came to another realization: finding actors who are able to 
convincingly play multiple roles is no easy task, and it is made more difficult when the 
actors auditioning are undergraduates just learning the fundamentals of the craft. There 
were a few actors who I thought I could work with to play multiple roles, but not nearly 
as many as I had hoped for. In addition, several graduate students, faculty, professors and 
community members auditioned — a pleasant surprise that would let me cast more age-
appropriately, but also an outcome that offered fewer opportunities for the 
undergraduates. I ended up casting 18 actors. Although it felt like a large number at the 
time, in retrospect it would have been very difficult to direct the piece with any fewer. 
I had thought that the most difficult casting decisions were going to be Pericles 
and Marina. These are the two characters that we must care about most to be taken along 
on their journey. I was concerned about finding actors who were strong enough 
physically and vocally to carry the weight of these roles, who had the stage presence that 
would draw in an audience, and who were reasonably equipped to deal with the 
heightened text. Though there were not many options, I felt fairly confident about two 
young actors and their ability to play these challenging roles. Both Andrew Ferlo and 
Linda Tardif had physical and vocal strength, fantastic stage presence, and brought an 
intelligence and ease to Shakespeare’s difficult language that was exceptional in this 
audition pool.  
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Although I was feeling confident about our Pericles and Marina, I was concerned 
about casting our Gower. After our struggle to define this narrator and decide the kind of 
actor we were interested in casting, no older men auditioned for the role. At auditions I 
saw very good storytellers, an endearing older woman from the valley’s performing arts 
community, graduate students, as well as male and female faculty members who were all 
interested in the role of Gower. None of them was the warm, mysterious grandfather type 
I had imagined. Leading up to auditions, I asked several different professors, community 
leaders and people connected to the local theatre scene to recommend someone for the 
role and I was even able to schedule auditions for a handful of actors from the larger 
community in the valley. Once auditions rolled around, for one reason or another, they all 
pulled themselves out of the running before they had stepped foot into the audition hall. 
This was disconcerting, to say the least. After another meaningful conversation with 
Liana we realized that we had to take another path.  
We both agreed that the best actor, the one with the best understanding of the text 
and the most developed sense of character, was Professor Gina Kaufmann. We had never 
considered casting the role as a woman, and this would obviously not work with our idea 
that Gower was actually older Pericles retelling his own story. Instead of looking at 
Gower’s relationship to Pericles the man, I started thinking about Gower’s relationship to 
the story as a whole. The more I thought about it, the more the character of Cerimon had 
qualities that I thought were inherent in Gower. Cerimon was an older character who 
possessed wisdom, the magical power to heal, a spiritual connection to faith (and 
specifically the goddess Diana), and a clear investment in the story of Pericles, Thaisa, 
and Marina, as Cerimon was primarily responsible for their reunion. I asked Liana if she 
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thought that we could successfully combine the characters of Cerimon and Gower, 
effectively making the spiritual healer who saves the day the narrator as well. There was 
no reason Cerimon had to be male — with some minor text adjustments I thought it even 
made more sense that the priest at Diana’s temple was actually a priestess. If both 
characters were combined into one, and we did away with the idea of making our narrator 
an aged Pericles, the narrator could be a woman as well. The more Liana thought about 
the idea, the more she liked it. An added bonus was that having someone like Gina in the 
cast would be an enormous advantage when it came to text work and to having a more 
seasoned actor who could lead the undergraduates by example. We agreed, based on 
casting, story and character relationships, that we would say goodbye to the character of 
Gower and have Cerimon as our play’s narrator. 
The cast ended up being a strong mix of the University’s finest actors. In addition 
to Andrew and Linda, we cast twelve other undergraduates. In casting Gina, we cast a 
faculty member. We also cast Mark Dean, the department manager, as King Simonides. 
Aaron Schmookler, a fellow directing graduate student, played King Antiochus. Sean 
Cote, a graduate student in scenic design, was our set designer and was also cast as 
Lysimachus, the Governor of Mytelene. I was pleased with our cast. It seemed to be 
comprised of a group of actors who were committed to the project and were willing to 
work collaboratively toward a common goal. 
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CHAPTER 3 
 
THE REHEARSAL HALL 
Table Work 
Coming into this process I had little experience starting rehearsals with table work 
and less experience working with Shakespearean text. After collecting advice from more 
experienced directors, I decided that our time would be best served by taking a week and 
a half to focus on the meaning and meter of the text. Through text-based table work, not 
only did the actors gain a clear understanding of what they were saying and what was 
going on, but so did I. I explained at the beginning of rehearsals that I was hoping for the 
actors to be collaborative artists in this process — that I was not looking for actors to be 
blank canvases awaiting my paint, but rather choice-making participants in the process. I 
also made sure to let the cast know that I was no Shakespearean scholar and that it was up 
to all of us to make sense of what might seem to be a dense text. I promised that between 
Liana, Gina, myself and all of the actors that we would figure this play out.  
And we did. We took the time to break down each and every word in every line of 
Liana’s cut. Sometimes the meaning and meter of the text was clear and sometimes it was 
murky. Over the course of our table work there were several instances of people in the 
rehearsal hall debating over their personal take on a particular line or reference in the 
script. Everyone was wrestling with the meaning of the text and the arc of the play. 
Within this detailed work, we also began to discuss character and objectives.  
The rehearsal schedule had a week and a half of table work before the 
University’s winter break. I asked the actors to come back from their break having 
achieving three things. First, I asked all of the actors to be off-book and have all of their 
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lines memorized by the first staging rehearsal. My hope was that if the actors were off 
book, our staging process would be more efficient and fluid. Second, I asked the actors to 
do a word-for-word contemporary translation of all of their lines, which was aided by the 
table work we had done before break. The more time and attention each actor could 
dedicate to working with the text, the clearer the story would be for our audience and the 
easier it would be for me to have discussions of character objectives and tactics during 
rehearsals. Finally, I asked that the actors come into their first rehearsal with character 
biographies written for each character that they played in order to foster a deeper 
understanding of these characters as whole people. We were scheduled to come back 
from break a week earlier than the rest of the student body at U-Mass in order to have full 
days of rehearsal to begin to stage the play. Our goal was to have a rough run-through of 
the entire play by the end of our first week of staging. It was an ambitious goal, but I was 
confident because we were working on an equity schedule of eight-hour work days and I 
was feeling good about our text analysis and character work. 
Staging Rehearsals 
When we all returned from our shortened winter break, we began to stage our 
production of Pericles. Thanks, in part, to the homework they were assigned, I found that 
the actors were remarkably clear on the meaning of their lines, which told me too that our 
time doing table work had paid off. There were of course exceptions and standing debates 
over the meaning of certain sections, but again the dramaturg proved valuable in assisting 
the actors and me in finding a clear meaning. The actors felt prepared on the whole and 
for the most part, I was able to approach staging as I would any contemporary show. At 
the start of rehearsal for each scene, I would ask the actors to remind me of what their 
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characters wanted in the scene. We would have a brief discussion to be sure that the 
character objectives were playable and urgent. I would define the general playing area 
along with entrance and exit locations before having the actors work their own way 
through the scene and the space. At first I would watch and listen as the actors got 
through the entire scene. We would then begin to refine stage movement and blocking 
based on the various impulses of the actors and my need to create dynamic stage pictures. 
There was also ample time dedicated to text work, such as keying the appropriate words 
in a phrase, use of antithesis, and using the meter rather than working against it. We 
continued to refine character objectives and the tactics they used to achieve them. Over 
the course of the week, working full days, we were able to rehearse each scene twice. As 
we had planned, we staged the entire play at the end of that first week and did our first 
informal design run a full week and a half early. 
The First Run Through  
The run was not pretty and certainly not ready, but it was a run of the show 
nonetheless. The actors were impressed with themselves and thrilled to be able to identify 
clear character arcs as well as a unifying story arc for the entire play. The production 
team was happy, because the show was roughly blocked and we could start to speak more 
concretely about how we would incorporate design. The sound and lighting designers 
were pleased, because they were able to get a good sense of where scenes were blocked 
on the stage and the general mood we were trying to achieve for each. The set designer 
was happy with my proposed use of his set. It also gave him the opportunity to make 
some suggestions about ways in which I could use the space that I had not thought about. 
Finally, our dramaturg was pleased to be able to see that 95 percent of our cut was 
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working and it only needed some slight adjustment to tell our story clearly. The entire 
ensemble felt positively about the run.  
Except for me. Although I was glad we were able to see the rough outline of the 
show so early, it was also readily apparent how much work there was to do. I had real 
concerns about my ability to help our young actors be successful in portraying these 
difficult characters, relationships, and situations that the Pericles script demands. I 
became very anxious about the amount of time I had left to mount our production. The 
text work that I had been feeling so confident about at the start of the week clearly was in 
need of serious work. It was not enough that the actors knew what they were saying: they 
did not trust the poetry of the piece and the entire run felt as if it were all one musical 
note. It lacked the poetry and variety that make the script so wonderful. I was most 
worried about my lead actor playing Pericles. The difficulty of playing a man who 
experiences life-threatening shipwrecks, heroic jousts, royal marriage, the tragic birth of a 
daughter, the apparent death of both his wife and daughter — and all while ruling a 
country —seemed like more than I could ask any undergraduate to take on. While our 
Pericles was intense and passionate, he lacked variety of delivery, resulting in our hero 
spending a lot of time yelling on the stage. The actors understood their text and their 
objectives were clear, but the sophistication and layers of dramatic flavoring were 
notably missing. If I was going to make this production work, I was going to need the 
help. 
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Collaboration in the Rehearsal Hall 
Fortunately, I had several people in the rehearsal hall who were eager to help in 
any way they could. The challenge for the director is to how to best utilize, motivate and 
collaborate with such a team. I started with Toby Bercovici, my assistant director. Toby 
was a first year graduate directing student at the University of Massachusetts, and I 
hadn’t had many opportunities to see how Toby worked before the Pericles process 
began. What I had seen made me believe that Toby was most comfortable and quite good 
at directing stage movement. At the time she did not consider herself a choreographer, 
but I thought that she would be more than capable of helping to create the short dance in 
the banquet hall in the Kingdom of Pentapolis where Pericles first meets his wife. In 
addition, I asked Toby to work with the sailors on Pericles’s ship during the great storm 
when he loses his wife in child birth. The actors were responsible for creating the 
movement of the boat and the intensity of the storm at sea. Toby claimed to be both 
excited and intimidated when I handed her the reins on these two pieces of our project. I 
told her that I wanted her to be responsible for both of these moments and that I would let 
the actors know that she would be directing them. 
Next, I asked Liana to do some more one-on-one work with actors in order to 
clarify major points of confusion surrounding particularly dense text. Liana would meet 
with actors who were having line problems or who were not making their text clear. At 
this point, the actors were used to Liana’s presence and expertise and embraced her 
willingness to help. Her task was to focus primarily on meaning. 
I also had Aaron Schmookler, who was playing Antiochus. Like me, Aaron was 
also a third year directing graduate student with a knack for working on text delivery with 
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actors. As both an actor and a director, Aaron has a good ear for the music of 
Shakespeare’s poetry and how to make major ideas and metaphors pop out. Aaron began 
to work with individual actors and with small groups of actors in order to provide our 
production process with more time to focus on the heightened text and poetry. In support 
of that work, Professor Gina Kaufmann also made herself available to actors with text 
questions. Gina proved invaluable during the staging work at times when I was able to 
recognize that a certain line or phrase was not being delivered in a manner that would 
make the meaning clear, but was unsure of how to help the actor hear a stronger delivery. 
Finally, I presented a third major project to Sean Cote, our set designer and the 
actor playing Lysimachus. The script had originally called for dumb-shows, silent scenes 
acted out in between the scenes to fill in the important gaps in the story and to support the 
story telling of our narrator. Originally, when we were thinking seriously about our 
graphic-novel concept, we had discussed the possibilities of the dumb-shows taking the 
form of projected comic book scenes. Having moved away from that idea, we discussed 
what the place of the dumb-show was in the world we had created, where our narrator 
was the mystical Cerimon. Sean was quick to suggest shadow puppetry, which he’d been 
working on with Professor Miguel Romero for the last few years. I had seen some of 
Sean’s shadow work the previous year and it was sophisticated and visually compelling. 
It was a form I had very little experience in, so I told Sean that if we were going to go in 
the direction of shadow play, he would need to be running the shadow rehearsals and 
taking responsibility for creating the imagery. Sean was confident and excited in the face 
of this challenge. 
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The first run of the show told me a lot. It told me what the story of Pericles really 
was. The run made the arc of the story clear, and demonstrated that the production may 
be enormous, but the story was manageable. More than anything else, the first run told 
me that I wouldn’t be successful trying to do this all by myself, but that the collaborators 
I needed were already in the room with me . 
Design run  
Our second run of the play served as our first official design run for the 
department and for the faculty advisors on the project. Unfortunately, people in 
attendance were hardly able to tell that there had been a tremendous amount of work 
done since the first informal run of the show one week earlier. It was apparent that the 
actors were feeling so confident about having run the show so early in the rehearsal 
process that they instead of building on the work we had started, they cruised through run 
number two. The energy was lethargic and the result was a play that was downright 
boring. Luckily, following the second run, the actors had the presence of mind to 
recognize their low energy and lack of focus on objectives and urgency. I also was able to 
locate larger chunks of the play that needed more attention. 
The most positive point to come out of the design run for me, as the director, was 
a new clarity on sections of the play that were missing their targets and not working for 
the story as a whole. My first priority was the reunion scene between Pericles and Marina 
on Pericles’s ship. Practically speaking, it felt long and tedious. From the very start of the 
scene the audience already knew that the characters were father and daughter and were 
simply waiting for the characters to figure that out for themselves. Because there was no 
new information for the audience to learn, the play’s momentum stopped.  
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 As I toiled with what could make this engaging, it dawned on me that the 
urgency and the draw of the scene was not in what information was going to be 
exchanged between father and daughter, but if the information would be exchanged at all. 
I realized from watching the scene within the context of the run that an audience would 
only care for these characters in this situation if there was a real danger that Marina and 
Pericles could miss this golden opportunity to reunite. Following the run, I made the 
decision to have the actor playing Pericles to allow his character’s apparent misery to 
manifest itself in an animalistic way, causing Pericles to be angry and potentially violent. 
The actress playing Marina was asked to choose a point in the scene where she would 
recognize this dangerous behavior and try to leave the ship. The idea that a father could 
unknowingly hurt his daughter and that she could run away at any moment made for a 
scenario where the audience could not be sure that these two would be able to get through 
emotional obstacles at the top of the scene to actually find a reunion. In the following 
rehearsals the push and pull of this newly invigorated scene became particularly engaging 
to watch. 
Shadow Puppetry 
As rehearsals went on and we improved upon each full run from week to week, 
many of the elements of the story and the production were growing and improving at an 
encouraging pace. The actors were focused and working hard as different design 
elements found their way into the rehearsal hall. The introduction of the set and sound 
made for enormous progress in helping the actors tell and react to this epic voyage. The 
one design element that was noticeably behind schedule in its execution was the work on 
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shadow puppetry intended to support our narrator’s filling in the gaps of the story and 
serve the purpose of Shakespeare’s dumb-shows. 
 
Figure 3: Shadow Puppetry—Dionyza and Marina 
 
I had never worked with shadow puppetry before and was relying on the scenic 
designer and his team of shadow puppeteers to produce the majority of the shadow work. 
As we were getting closer and closer to our week of technical rehearsals, the shadow 
work was clearly behind schedule. The structure of the work was that the shadow team 
would rehearse separately from me and the rest of the cast to produce the four moments 
of shadow-based storytelling. I would then see the shadow work in our rehearsal of the 
corresponding scenes and comment to the scenic designer about where I thought it could 
use some refining. It seemed as though the impulse behind the creation of the first draft 
of the shadows was to show, on screen, an image for every phrase that our narrator 
Cerimon spoke of in her monologues. This felt heavy handed and redundant. We had a 
conversation about choosing shadow imagery that supported the story that was being told 
without showing the entirety of it. I was most interested in our ability to play with 
perspective in order to enhance relationship and mood. For instance, we used an 
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enormous head of the evil king Antiochus and opposed it with the small silhouette of the 
daughter he was enticing into incest. This heightened the status of the sinful relationship 
and created nightmarish imagery to heighten the dark tone of this element of the story.  
Though our scenic designer, Sean Cote, had experience with shadow puppetry, he 
needed me to be more hands-on in terms of directing. While I had been worried about 
staying out of his way, he was looking for me to provide more leadership and vision. I 
began to work directly with Sean and the shadow team to refine these images. At first the 
communication was difficult as we began to navigate the best way to work together. I 
was careful of stepping on Sean’s toes with his team of puppeteers, so I tried to speak 
with him alone and let him address the team. Somehow, this ended up being problematic 
as there were details lost in the translation of my idea. We soon figured out a method that 
produced quality results, even if it took us a bit longer than I would have liked. Sean and 
I would both address the team and involve everyone in our problem solving, helping the 
puppeteers feel more like collaborators rather than puppets themselves. The end result 
was a kind of story telling that was larger than life and full of visual metaphor. These 
large shadow figures created an entire new world within the play and supported our 
storytelling and transitions. 
Once we had agreed upon the imagery and movement that was going to appear on 
our downstage shadow screen, we had to incorporate the live actors. Though several 
actors interacted with the shadow screen for transitions, our actress playing Cerimon was 
the only one who had to interact with the shadows directly. I had thought it would be 
fairly simple to incorporate the shadow imagery into Gina’s monologue work. I hadn’t 
thought it through; and it turned out to be more complicated than I had expected. Does 
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Cerimon control the world of shadows? Do the shadows tell Cerimon what happens next 
in the story? Are the shadows and Cerimon totally separate from one another? We 
decided that Cerimon had control of the shadows in that she was able to start and stop the 
shadow play, as if she had the remote control that would play the shadow scene and make 
it disappear when she had no need for it. She would conjure the shadow, and then 
comment on its contents in order to tell the audience the pieces of the story that were not 
acted out live onstage. Practically speaking, it took a great deal of practice to coordinate 
the actors who were manipulating the shadows with the live actor playing Cerimon. In 
the end it did come together in a way that the two elements were supporting the 
storytelling and not distracting from it. 
Technical Rehearsals 
After 5 months of design meetings and 8 weeks of rehearsal it was time to put it 
all together in our week of technical rehearsals before we opened the show. The 
collaboration of the design team had proven productive up until this point in the process. 
All designers appeared to feel comfortable expressing themselves around our meeting 
table. We had a group dynamic where the people on our production team were not only 
taking ownership of their own design areas, but also of the entire show. Knowing that the 
tech process at the University of Massachusetts does not include a dry tech rehearsal 
without the actors, we decided to do our own paper tech in hopes of facilitating what 
promised to be a very long and complicated set of technical rehearsals. The normal 
schedule allows for the actors to be the production’s focus until the technical rehearsals 
begin. Once the technical rehearsals end, there are two crucial dress rehearsals in which 
the actors are again the focus of the director, can get used to the technical elements of the 
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production, and receive final acting notes. If a technical rehearsal period runs long, the 
final dress rehearsals that would refocus on actors is sacrificed in order to finish the tech. 
For a show as large and complicated as Pericles, we knew that running late would cause 
serious problems so doing a paper tech was our attempt to set ourselves up for success.  
It was during our paper tech that our team realized just how complicated the 
production was. For all the simplicity and versatility of our set, the journey of our play 
still required our production to travel between many countries, palaces and temples. It 
was the primary responsibility of our lighting, sound and costume design to create many 
worlds and moods on a unit set. Our stage manager Anna Norcross was naturally the first 
to point out just how many cues would be needed to run our production. As we took five 
hours to talk our way through every cue, every look and every sound that we thought the 
show would need, we were feeling pretty confident about our collaborative approach. 
Unfortunately, all of our work to avoid a lengthy and difficult set of technical 
rehearsals was not as successful as we had hoped. Once we started to tech we ran into an 
issue that none of us had anticipated. Our lighting designer, Thad Kramer was a first year 
graduate student in lighting and was fairly new to the design and technical rehearsal 
process at the University of Massachusetts. Thad needed more time than we seemed to 
have to program the light cues. Much of his process was trial and error and as time went 
on I became worried. The more concerned I became, the more frustrated Thad was and 
communication became difficult. Although the problem was recognized early in the tech 
process, we did  not address it until days later. I felt that the lighting looks that were 
being created lacked sophistication and subtlety and Thad felt unprepared for such an 
intense and fast paced technical rehearsal. The most difficult part of this situation for me 
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was that I felt Thad had not been put in a position where he could feel successful and he 
was not provided with appropriate support. The entire design team became tense as the 
majority of time and energy of tech had to focus on lighting. It took several small 
meetings with myself, Thad, Julie Fife our production manager and Penny Remsen, 
Thad’s advisor and Professor of lighting, to work toward a plan that was going to allow 
us to get through tech in time for opening night.  These meetings were frustrating, 
because Thad was doing the best he knew how. When asked what he was going to do to 
get us back on track, he simply didn’t know. As difficult as it was for me to do, I asked 
Penny directly if she would step in and assist Thad in a more hands-on fashion. I 
explained that I did not think it was fair to the other 50 people working on the production 
for all of tech to be held up by one single area of design causing unnecessary tension and 
irritation. After speaking with Penny in private, she explained that the only way Thad was 
going to learn how to operate in a technical rehearsal on a show like Pericles, was to go 
through the difficulties of this experience. She told me that if she took over and pulled 
Thad out too early that it would not be conducive to his education. 
In the end, we both had to schedule additional time in the theatre to dry tech large 
sections of the show before the actors arrived in the evening. This was the most difficult 
part of the technical process and had a serious impact on the opening of the show. I felt 
that the lighting designer was put in a very difficult position, charged with lighting an 
enormous production on the department’s largest stage for his first show here. It felt 
unfair. The decision didn’t put him or our team in a position to be successful., and I was 
very concerned for the rest of the team. The actors’ time was wasted, and I was not able 
to give as much attention to my sound designer, an undergraduate doing her first design 
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without an advisor, as she needed. The worst part of our lighting difficulties was that it 
caused our entire team to be in the exact position we had worked so hard to avoid Our 
tech rehearsals ran right up to opening, and I ran out of time to work with the actors, whi 
were less prepared for the performance than I would have liked. Because one element of 
design fell significantly behind, the entire production suffered.  
Eventually Thad was able to design a solid show with the additional support from 
Penny, but we were still changing cues coming into the second week of the run. It was 
Heather’s costume design that brought real color to the production. Her 55 costumes were 
sensational. They defined location, class and mood. During our dress rehearsal we 
changed only one character’s costume significantly. Although it was not a smooth tech, 
the elements came together in the performance in a way that we were mostly proud of—
creating clear worlds and smooth transitions. 
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CHAPTER 4 
 
PERICLES IN PERFORMANCE 
Ready or not, opening night arrived and the energy of the ensemble was strong. It 
felt as if we had weathered the storm of tech week together and were looking forward to 
finding new discoveries with an audience. I was interested to see how a young 
undergraduate population would respond, versus an older academic population. The 
actors may have been nervous, but they didn’t show it: they all were clear on their text 
and their character’s objectives. They each had an individual job to do and there was no 
time to be self-conscious. I was impressed by the professionalism with which the 
ensemble seemed to approach the run of the show. It showed me that they knew that I 
trusted them and that they trusted me, each other, and our entire production team. This 
was a good place to be before we opened.  
I was extremely curious to find out how an audience would respond to our 
production. When I first read Pericles I found it very funny. However, I had to question 
whether I was laughing with the play or at it. A play that contains so much tragedy, so 
many miracles and such a great deal of ridiculous surprise becomes absurd quickly. I had 
no intention of making fun of the play, but I simply could not ignore the humor and the 
madcap plot development. In rehearsals, we chose to highlight much of the humor while 
focusing on grounding the play with integrity. I had hoped that the erratic mix of tragedy 
and comedy would help the audience experience a play that was serious, but did not take 
itself too seriously. In performance, this may have been my chief accomplishment. 
Audiences of all ages responded with laughter throughout and quiet sadness when it was 
appropriate in the text. Clichéd or not, many of the positive comments I received after the 
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run focused on audience members who found themselves laughing and crying at different 
times during the production. I think that the mix of humor with more serious situational 
theatre helped keep an audience engaged and waiting for the next unexpected event or 
emotion. 
During the run, I kept a close eye on the actors and their development. As 
expected, the majority of the cast grew from performance to performance as the 
production started to smooth out and come into its own. I gave a handful of notes after 
the first performance, mostly positive and encouraging. Throughout the remainder of the 
run I gave very few notes. There were a few actors who I needed to speak to about 
pulling back in order to keep their character complicated and their objectives achievable. 
I gave some vocal notes when I found actors started to scream rather than project. I also 
tried to ease their minds about sections that they might have been feeling uncertain about. 
I was pleased to feel that the show was in good hands.  
I considered our post-show discussion after one of our performances affirming 
and rewarding. When questions were asked of the cast and crew, more often than not, the 
answers would commend and credit someone else involved in our process. The cast 
approached their answers with a great deal of grace and humbleness as they took the 
opportunity to acknowledge and celebrate all of the work of their colleagues. No one 
used the audience discussion as an opportunity to self-promote and even some of the 
quieter contributors were highlighted by our grateful cast and crew. Notably, Liana was 
celebrated for her script cut; Aaron and Gina were cheered for their text work with the 
cast; Toby was heralded for her choreography of the dance scene in Pentapolis; all of our 
designers were acknowledged and thanked; and our entire stage management team was 
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credited for their ability to pull such a large cast and production together every night. It 
made me proud. 
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CHAPTER 5 
 
POST PRODUCTION ANALYSIS 
Our stage manager approached me after the production and commented on how 
hands-on I was with my directing at the beginning of the process and how far away I 
seemed by the end. She wanted to know if I was okay or if I had been feeling that the 
production was a failure. My approach to be highly interactive toward the beginning and 
to slowly pull back was intentional. I told Anna that I have come to believe the best 
directors can inspire their creative team, from actors to designers to production crew, 
while at the same time becoming invisible within the project. My choice to be more 
hands-off as we neared performance was made in order to give the actors and stage 
management team a sense of ownership over our work. While my work as a director was 
mostly over when the play opened, their work was peaking. I explained that I felt it 
would not be beneficial to the work if the entire ensemble felt that their focus should be 
on pleasing me as director. Instead I tried to create an environment where the actors and 
stage management team could be self evaluative and aim to please themselves and the 
audience. I don’t think of myself as a particularly visionary director whose stamp can be 
seen by the audience on every show I am involved with. I would prefer to think of myself 
as a collaborative director who is capable of inspiring a team of artists to create together 
theatre of the highest level—theatre that each and every member of our team can be 
proud of. 
This show was one of the most difficult I have worked on to date. From its genre 
to its sheer scope, it was all new to me. I am proud of the product, but I am most proud of 
our collaboration. The energy and support that each member of our team of nearly 50 
 38 
theatre artists brought to the process made it a success for me. Although the show as a 
whole was not the best or the most affecting I have ever directed, there were several 
moments that worked beautifully. I thought that many of our technical elements and 
acting came together in a striking way during our storm at sea when Pericles gains a 
daughter and loses a wife. I thought our reunion of father and daughter ended up being 
one of the more powerful moments in our production. I loved the comedy and pageantry 
of our royal family in Pentapolis and how it countered the sinful and incestuous Antioch 
that opened our play. I also enjoyed the interactions of our colorful narrator Cerimon with 
our dark, looming shadow world. I saw many young actors and designers grow leaps and 
bounds over the course of our production. I appreciated their respect for each other and 
the material as well as their willingness to play and be creative. 
Looking back, I also realize that I failed the production in certain ways. Following 
the very last performance I sat in my seat in the very top row of the balcony in the Rand 
Theater feeling disappointed. Though I was pleased with much of the process, I don’t 
think the production worked on the level that I hoped it would. As I sat in my seat 
thinking about what I could have done differently, Professor McCauley walked up to 
congratulate me. He saw that I was deep in thought and asked what was on my mind. I 
told him how frustrating it was to have worked so hard at something and to still have 
missed the mark. He told me that he thought the production worked better than he had 
expected and pointed out that there is a reason that Pericles is one of Shakespeare’s least 
heard of or produced plays. For weeks following the production I spoke with several 
professors in the area to hear what they had to say about our production in hopes that it 
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would help me understand how I would approach a project like this differently in the 
future.  
Professor Kaufmann helped me realize that as successful as our table work was, 
we could have spent twice the time on it. Especially with young actors, Shakespeare’s (or 
Wilkins’) heightened text is difficult to understand and even more difficult to 
communicate to a contemporary audience. Professor Julian Olf helped me rethink my 
approach to our narrator character. He felt that my original idea of having Gower as an 
aged Pericles retelling his own story was more compelling than the Cerimon/Gower 
connection we ended up making. More important, he helped me realize that as a director I 
cannot afford to settle; if I decide to stray from my concept for casting or any other 
reasons, I need to be able to support the new choice as fully. Professor Ed Golden 
imparted to me the value of a director sticking with his or her first impressions as they 
pertain to a larger concept. He feels that the piece needs to be told from a modern point of 
view if we expect contemporary audiences to care about the story or the characters. The 
idea of the graphic novel was exciting to him, and he encouraged me to give more credit 
to my earliest artistic impulses. Professor Julie Nelson helped me to remember that no 
matter what problems a production faces, there cannot be enough attention paid to the 
basics of voice and physical relationship within the ensemble. Professor Len Berkman 
promised me that even the best director “cannot create meaning where there is no 
meaning” and to be selective with the work I choose to spend time with. Professor 
McCauley showed me the value of challenging myself as an artist and not allowing 
myself to believe I can only direct a certain kind of play. Professor Harley Erdman helped 
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me to understand the necessity of a director asking themselves at the beginning of a 
process “Why do I care about this play? And why does it need to be done now?”  
I never fully answered that question. I was able to answer the question “What 
parts of this play do I care about?” But even now, removed from the process and the 
production, I don’t have a strong understanding of why I care. It reminds me that as I 
near the end of my graduate school experience I still have quite a bit to learn. But it also 
reminds me of why I do theatre: to learn about myself, the world around me and the 
people who inhabit it. It also reinforces my belief that this is a worthy process. In 
learning, analyzing, and understanding the stories of humankind there is as much value in 
the question as there is the answer. As an audience member, I am always more deeply 
touched when I am left to wrestle with a question rather than judge someone else’s 
answer. 
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CHAPTER 6 
 
CONCLUSION 
 Pericles certainly was not the best play I have ever directed, nor is it the best 
performance of Pericles an audience will ever see. My production left plenty to be 
desired. But I do believe it succeeded on many levels as well. I learned more from my 
work on Pericles than any show I have worked on. Having to direct this show pushed me 
outside of my comfort zone as a director in many ways. It was very difficult for me to 
connect with a play that I did not like. I was forced to learn things about working with 
Shakespearean text that I never would have pursued on my own. Staging a show with so 
many actors in such a large theatre also gave me experience and confidence that I am 
capable of filling a stage that size with visual storytelling.  
 
 I loved directing The Pillowman, but if I was allowed to direct a similar play for 
my second main stage project at the University, I would not have stretched myself or my 
directing to the same degree. There are many practical areas that I developed, but the 
most important thing to come out of this process is also the most important idea that I 
took away from my entire graduate school experience: Powerful storytelling comes in 
many forms and the director who is open to the possibilities of genre and style, core 
artistic impulse and deep collaboration has the potential to create something far more 
sophisticated, layered and meaningful. Through exposure to dramatic history and theory, 
I relearned the value of the theatre. The faculty at the University of Massachusetts helped 
to push me into places artistically that I was uncomfortable with. From directing my first 
musical to directing Julie Nelson in Beckett’s Happy Days, to directing my first full 
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length Shakespeare with Pericles, I am certainly a more confident, smarter and better 
prepared director than I was just three years ago when I entered the program. From my 
three years of graduate experience, I now know how to work with a dramaturg as an 
essential artistic partner to make sure that the story we are creating is clear and poignant. 
I look forward to challenging myself in my post-graduate career the way in which my 
time at U-Mass has challenged me. Where I was once dismissive of projects and plays 
that fell outside of my comfort zone, I now embrace them and am excited to expand my 
view of theatre and my own personal artistic aesthetic. Through artistic challenges like 
Pericles, my time at the University of Massachusetts has made me a better collaborator, 
artistic leader and director. 
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APPENDIX: PERICLES: PRODUCTION SCRIPT AND CUT 
PERICLES, PRINCE OF TYRE 
 
By William Shakespeare 
 
Spring 2009 
 
Adapted by Liana Thompson, Dramaturg and Shawn LaCount, Director 
 
 
DRAMATIS PERSONAE 
 
CERIMON – as Chorus 
 
ANTIOCHUS – King of Antioch 
PERICLES – Prince of Tyre 
 
HELICANUS – a lord of Tyre 
 
SIMONIDES – King of Pentapolis 
CLEON – Governor of Tharsus 
LYSIMACHUS – Governor of Mytilene 
CERIMON – a lord of Ephesus 
THALIARD – a lord of Antioch 
PHILEMON – servant to Cerimon 
LEONINE – servant to Dionyza 
MARSHAL 
A PANDER 
BOULT – Pander’s servant 
 
THE DAUGHTER of Antiochus 
DIONYZA – wife to Cleon 
THAISA – daughter to Simonides 
MARINA – daughter to Pericles and Thaisa 
LYCHORIDA – nurse to Marina 
A BAWD 
 
Lords, Ladies, Knights, Gentlemen, Sailors, 
Pirates, Fishermen, and Messengers 
 
 
SCENE:  Dispersedly in various countries                 
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Act 1. Chorus. 
 
[Antioch.] Enter CERIMON. 
 
CERIMON 
To sing a song that old was sung, 
From ashes, Cerimon has come, 
Assuming man's infirmities, 
To glad your ear and please your eyes. 
It hath been sung at festivals, 
On ember-eves and holy days, 
And lords and ladies in their lives 
Have read it for restoratives. 
The purchase is to make men glorious: 
And older tales make better stories. 
If you, born in those latter times 
When wit's more ripe, accept my rhymes, 
I’ll give my tale so that I might 
Bring pleasure to you this short night. 
This Antioch then, Antiochus the Great 
Built up this city for his chiefest seat, 
This king unto him took a peer, 
Who died, and left a female heir, 
So buxom, blithe, and full of face, 
As heaven had lent her all his grace; 
With whom the father liking took, 
And her to incest did provoke. 
Bad child, worse father, to entice his own 
To evil, should be done by none: 
But custom what they did begin 
Was with long use account no sin. 
The beauty of this sinful dame 
Made many princes thither frame 
To seek her as a bedfellow, 
In marriage pleasures, playfellow; 
Which to prevent he made a law 
To keep her still, and men in awe: 
That whoso asked her for his wife, 
His riddle told not, lost his life. 
What now ensues, to the judgment of your eye 
I give my cause, who best can justify.                  Exit 
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Act 1 – Scene 1/Scene 2 
 
[Antioch.]Enter ANTIOCHUS, Prince PERICLES, and followers. 
 
ANTIOCHUS  
Young Prince of Tyre, you have at large received 
The danger of the task you undertake. 
 
PERICLES  
I have, Antiochus, and with a soul 
Emboldened with the glory of her praise, 
Think death no hazard in this enterprise. 
 
ANTIOCHUS 
Bring in our daughter, clothèd like a bride 
   
[Music plays] 
Enter Antiochus’ DAUGHTER 
 
PERICLES 
See where she comes, appareled like the spring, 
Graces her subjects, and her thoughts the king 
Of every virtue gives renown to men. 
You gods that made me man and sway in love, 
That have inflamed desire in my breast 
To taste the fruit of yon celestial tree 
Or die in the adventure, be my helps, 
As I am son and servant to your will, 
To compass such a boundless happiness. 
 
ANTIOCHUS 
Prince Pericles – 
 
PERICLES 
That would be son to great Antiochus. 
 
ANTIOCHUS 
Before thee stands this fair Hesperides, 
With golden fruit, but dangerous to be touched. 
Her face like heaven enticeth thee to view 
Her countless glory which desert must gain; 
And which without desert, because thine eye 
Presumes to reach, all the whole heap must die. 
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PERICLES 
Antiochus, I thank thee, who hath taught 
My frail mortality to know itself, 
I'll make my will then, and as sick men do 
Who know the world, see heaven, but feeling woe 
Grip not at earthly joys as erst they did; 
So I bequeath a happy peace to you 
And all good men, as every prince should do. 
My riches to the earth from whence they came, 
[To the PRINCESS] But my unspotted fire of love to you. 
Thus ready for the way of life or death 
I wait the sharpest blow. 
 
ANTIOCHUS 
Scorning advice? Hear the conclusion then. 
 
DAUGHTER 
Of all 'sayed yet, mayst thou prove prosperous, 
Of all 'sayed yet, I wish thee happiness. 
 
PERICLES 
Like a bold champion I assume the lists 
Nor ask advice of any other thought 
But faithfulness and courage. 
 
  ANTIOCHUS  
The riddle! 
 
DAUGHTER 
I am no viper, yet I feed 
On mother's flesh which did me breed. 
I sought a husband, in which labour 
I found that kindness in a father.  
He's father, son, and husband mild; 
I mother, wife, and yet his child. 
How they may be, and yet in two, 
As you will live, resolve it you. 
 
PERICLES 
[Aside] Sharp physic is the last, but O you powers 
That gives heaven countless eyes to view men's acts, 
Why cloud they not their sights perpetually, 
If this be true, which makes me pale to read it? 
[To Daughter] Fair glass of light, I loved you, and could still 
Were not this glorious casket stored with ill! 
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ANTIOCHUS 
Prince Pericles, your time's expired. 
Either expound now or receive your sentence. 
 
PERICLES 
Great King, 
Few love to hear the sins they love to act; 
'Twould braid yourself too near for me to tell it. 
Who has a book of all that monarchs do, 
He's more secure to keep it shut, than shown; 
Kings are earth's gods: in vice their law's their will; 
And if Jove stray, who dares say Jove doth ill? 
All love the womb that their first being bred, 
Then give my tongue like leave, to love my head. 
 
ANTIOCHUS 
[Aside] Heaven, that I had thy head! He has found the meaning, 
But I’ll play false with him – young Prince of Tyre, 
Though by the tenor of our strict edict, 
Your exposition misinterpreting, 
We might proceed to cancel of your days; 
Yet hope, succeeding from so fair a tree 
As your fair self, doth tune us otherwise. 
Forty days longer we do respite you; 
If by which time our secret be undone, 
This mercy shows we'll joy in such a son; 
And until then your entertain shall be 
As doth befit our honor and your worth. 
Young prince, you may retire. 
 
[PERICLES is escorted out] 
 
ANTIOCHUS 
He hath found the meaning, 
For which we mean to have his head. 
He must not live to trumpet forth my infamy 
Nor tell the world Antiochus doth sin 
In such a loathèd manner; 
And therefore instantly this prince must die, 
For by his fall my honor must keep high. 
 
[ANTIOCHUS and DAUGHTER freeze in embrace; DAUGHTER 
exits during PERICLES’ scene with LORDS] 
 
 48 
[Enter PERICLES] 
 
PERICLES 
How courtesy would seem to cover sin 
When what is done is like an hypocrite, 
The which is good in nothing but in sight. 
If it be true that I interpret false, 
Then were it certain you were not so bad 
As with foul incest to abuse your soul, 
Where now you're both a father and a son 
By your untimely claspings with your child, 
Which pleasure fits a husband, not a father; 
And she an eater of her mother's flesh 
By the defiling of her parent's bed; 
And both like serpents are, who though they feed 
On sweetest flowers yet they poison breed.  
  
Enter HELICANUS and LORDS 
 
FIRST LORD 
Joy and all comfort in your sacred breast. 
 
SECOND LORD 
And keep your mind as you return to us 
Peaceful and comfortable. 
 
 
HELICANUS 
Peace, peace, and give experience tongue. 
They do abuse the king that flatter him, 
For flattery is the bellows blows up sin, 
Whereas reproof, obedient and in order, 
Fits kings as they are men, for they may err. 
Kneels 
Prince, pardon me, or strike me if you please; 
I cannot be much lower than my knees.                     
 
PERICLES 
All leave us else: and charge the ships to be  
Prepared for our depart. [Exeunt LORDS] Helicanus, thou hast 
Moved us. What seest thou in our looks? 
 
HELICANUS 
An angry brow, dread lord. 
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PERICLES 
Rise, prithee, rise, sit down, thou art  
No flatterer. [Helicanus sits] I thank thee for't; and heaven forbid 
That kings should let their ears hear their faults hid. 
Fit counsellor and servant for a prince, 
Who by thy wisdom mak'st a prince thy servant, 
What wouldst thou have me do? 
 
HELICANUS 
To bear with patience 
Such griefs as you yourself do lay upon yourself. 
 
PERICLES 
Thou speak'st like a physician, Helicanus, 
That ministers a potion unto me 
That thou wouldst tremble to receive thyself. 
Attend: thou know'st against the face of death 
I sought the purchase of a glorious beauty. 
Her face was to mine eye beyond all wonder – 
The rest, hark in thine ear: as black as incest, 
Which by my knowledge found, the sinful father 
Seems not to strike, but smooth – but thou know'st this, 
'Tis time to fear when tyrants seem to kiss – 
 
HELICANUS 
Well my lord, since you have given me leave to speak, 
Freely will I speak. Antiochus you fear, 
And justly too I think you fear the tyrant, 
Who either by public war or private treason 
Will take away your life. 
Therefore my lord, go travel for a while 
Till that his rage and anger be forgot, 
Or till the destinies do cut his thread of life. 
 
PERICLES 
But should he wrong my liberties in my absence? 
 
HELICANUS 
We'll mingle our bloods together in the earth, 
From whence we had our being and our birth. 
 
PERICLES 
I now look from thee then, and to Tarsus 
Intend my travel, where I'll hear from thee, 
And by whose letters I'll dispose myself. 
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The care I had and have of subjects' good 
On thee I lay, whose wisdom's strength can bear it. 
Antioch farewell: for wisdom sees, those men 
Blush not in actions blacker than the night, 
Will show no course to keep them from the light. 
One sin, I know, another doth provoke: 
Murder's as near to lust as flame to smoke; 
Then lest my life be cropped, to keep you clear, 
By flight I'll shun the danger which I fear.                 Exeunt 
 
[ANTIOCHUS unfreezes; Enter THALIARD, followed by 
DAUGHTER with poison and gold] 
 
ANTIOCHUS 
Thaliard, you are of our chamber, 
And our mind partakes her private actions 
To your secrecy; and for your faithfulness 
We will advance you, Thaliard:  
Behold, here's poison, and here's gold. 
We hate the Prince of Tyre, and thou must kill him. 
It fits thee not to ask the reason why: 
Because we bid it.  
Say, is it done? 
 
THALIARD 
  My lord, 'tis done.  
 
Enter a MESSENGER 
 
ANTIOCHUS 
     Enough. 
 
MESSENGER 
My lord, Prince Pericles is fled.                   Exit 
 
ANTIOCHUS 
As thou wilt live fly after, and like an arrow 
Shot from a well-experienced archer hits 
The mark his eye doth level at, so thou  
Never return unless thou say ‘Prince Pericles is dead.’ 
 
THALIARD 
My lord, if I can get him within my pistol's length,  
I'll make him sure enough,  
So farewell to your Highness. 
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ANTIOCHUS 
Thaliard adieu, till Pericles be dead 
My heart can lend no succour to my head.                      
Exeunt 
 
 
Act 1. Scene 4. 
 
[Tarsus.] Enter CLEON the Governor of Tarsus, with [DIONYZA] 
his wife. 
 
CLEON 
My Dionyza, shall we rest us here, 
And by relating tales of others' griefs 
See if 'twill teach us to forget our own? 
 
DIONYZA 
That were to blow at fire in hope to quench it, 
O my distressèd lord, even such our griefs are: 
Here they are but felt and seen with mischief's eyes, 
But like to groves, being topped, they higher rise. 
 
CLEON 
O Dionyza, 
Who wanteth food, and will not say he wants it, 
Or can conceal his hunger till he famish? 
Our tongues and sorrows to sound deep 
Our woes into the air, our eyes to weep. 
I'll then discourse our woes felt several years, 
And wanting breath to speak, help me with tears. 
 
DIONYZA 
I'll do my best, sir. 
 
CLEON 
This Tarsus o'er which I have the government, 
A city on whom plenty held full hand – 
For riches strewed herself even in her streets – 
Whose towers bore heads so high they kissed the clouds, 
And strangers ne'er beheld but wond'red at, 
Whose tables were stored full to glad the sight, 
And not so much to feed on as delight; 
All poverty was scorned – 
 
DIONYZA 
   O, 'tis too true! 
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CLEON 
But see what heaven can do by this our change. 
Those palates who not yet two summers younger 
Must have inventions to delight the taste, 
Would now be glad of bread and beg for it; 
So sharp are hunger's teeth that man and wife 
Draw lots who first shall die to lengthen life. 
Here stands a lord, and there a lady weeping, 
Here many sink, yet those which see them fall 
Have scarce strength left to give them burial. 
Is not this true? 
 
DIONYZA 
Our cheeks and hollow eyes do witness it. 
 
CLEON 
O let those cities, that of plenty's cup 
And her prosperities so largely taste, 
With their superfluous riots hear these tears, 
The misery of Tarsus may be theirs. 
 
Enter a LORD 
 
LORD 
We have descried  
Upon our neighboring shore a portly sail  
Of ships make hitherward. 
 
CLEON 
I thought as much. 
One sorrow never comes but brings an heir 
That may succeed as his inheritor, 
And so in ours. Some neighboring nation, 
Taking advantage of our misery, 
Hath stuffed the hollow vessels with their power 
To beat us down (the which are down already) 
And make a conquest of unhappy me. 
 
LORD 
That's the least fear. For by the semblance 
Of their white flags displayed, they bring us peace, 
And come to us as favorers, not as foes. 
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CLEON 
Thou speak'st like him's untutored; to repeat, 
Who makes the fairest show, means most deceit. 
But bring they what they will and what they can, 
What need we fear? Our ground's the lowest  
And we are halfway there. Go tell their general  
We attend him here, to know for what he comes, 
And whence he comes, and what he craves. 
 
LORD 
I go, my lord.                                           Exit 
 
CLEON 
Welcome is peace, if he on peace consist; 
If wars, we are unable to resist. 
 
Enter PERICLES, with attendant 
 
PERICLES 
Lord Governor, for so we hear you are, 
Let not our ships and number of our men 
Be like a beacon fired t'amaze your eyes. 
We have heard your miseries as far as Tyre 
And seen the desolation of your streets; 
Nor come we to add sorrow to your tears, 
But to relieve them of their heavy load; 
And these our ships you happily may think 
Are stored with corn to make your needy bread, 
And give them life whom hunger starved half dead. 
 
CLEON [kneeling] 
The gods of Greece protect you, 
And we'll pray for you. 
 
PERICLES 
Arise I pray you, rise. [He rises] 
We do not look for reverence, but for love, 
And harborage for ourself, our ships, and men. 
 
CLEON 
The which when any shall not gratify 
Or pay you with unthankfulness in thought, 
Be it our wives, our children, or ourselves, 
The curse of heaven and men succeed their evils. 
Your Grace is welcome to our town and us. 
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PERICLES 
Which welcome we'll accept, feast here awhile, 
Until our stars that frown lend us a smile.                 
Exeunt 
 
 
 
Act II. Chorus. 
 
Enter CERIMON 
 
CERIMON 
Now will you see those in troubles reign 
Losing a mite, a mountain gain. 
The good in conversation, 
To whom I give my benison, 
Is still at Tarsus, where each man 
Honors him the best he can.  
But ere he can reap too much glory 
Do letters come propel our story. 
Good Helicane that returned home 
To for a while bear Per’cles throne, 
Does, to fulfill his prince's desire, 
Send word of all that haps in Tyre: 
How Thaliard came full bent with sin, 
And had intent to murder him; 
And that in Tarsus was not best 
Longer for him to make his rest. 
So Pericles put forth to seas, 
Where men are seldom at their ease – 
For now the wind begins to blow, 
Thunder above, and deeps below 
Makes such unquiet that the ship, 
Should house him safe, is wracked and split, 
And he, good prince, having all lost, 
By waves from coast to coast is tossed. 
All perishen of man, of pelf, 
Ne aught escapend but himself; 
Till fortune, tired with doing bad, 
Threw him ashore to give him glad. 
And here he comes; what shall be next 
Pardon old Cerimon, this longs the text.                   Exit 
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Act II. Scene 1. 
 
Pentapolis. An open place by the seaside. Enter PERICLES, wet. 
 
PERICLES 
Yet cease your ire, you angry stars of heaven! 
Wind, rain, and thunder, remember earthly man 
Is but a substance that must yield to you, 
And I, as fits my nature, do obey you. 
Alas, the sea hath cast me on the rocks, 
Washed me from shore to shore, and left me breath 
Nothing to think on but ensuing death. 
Let it suffice the greatness of your powers 
To have bereft a prince of all his fortunes, 
And having thrown him from your wat'ry grave, 
Here to have death in peace is all he'll crave. 
 
Enter three FISHERMEN 
 
FIRST FISHERMAN 
What ho, Pelch! 
 
SECOND FISHERMAN 
Ha, come and bring away the nets. 
 
FIRST FISHERMAN 
What Patch-breech, I say. 
 
THIRD FISHERMAN 
What say you, maister? 
 
FIRST FISHERMAN 
Look how thou stirr'st now, come away, or I'll fetch th’with a wanion. 
 
THIRD FISHERMAN 
Faith maister, I am thinking of the poor men that were cast away before us even 
now. 
 
FIRST FISHERMAN 
Alas poor souls, it grieved my heart to hear what pitiful cries they made to us to 
help them, when, welladay, we could scarce help ourselves. 
 
THIRD FISHERMAN 
Nay maister, said not I as much when I saw the porpoise how he bounced and 
tumbled? A plague on them, they ne'er come but I look to be washed. Maister, I 
marvel how the fishes live in the sea? 
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FIRST FISHERMAN 
Why, as men do a-land, the great ones eat up the little ones.  
 
PERICLES 
[Aside] A pretty moral. 
How from the fenny subject of the sea 
These fishers tell the infirmities of men, 
[Aloud] Peace be at your labor, honest fishermen. 
 
SECOND FISHERMAN 
Honest, good fellow, what's that?  
 
PERICLES 
May see the sea hath cast upon your coast – 
 
SECOND FISHERMAN 
What a drunken knave was the sea to cast thee in our way? 
 
PERICLES 
A man, whom both the waters and the wind 
In that vast tennis-court hath made the ball 
For them to play upon, entreats you pity him. 
He asks of you, that never used to beg. 
 
FIRST FISHERMAN 
No friend, cannot you beg? Here's them in our country of Greece gets more with 
begging than we can do with working. 
 
SECOND FISHERMAN 
Canst thou catch any fishes then? 
 
PERICLES 
I never practised it. 
 
SECOND FISHERMAN 
Nay then thou wilt starve sure, for here's nothing to be got nowadays unless thou 
canst fish for't. 
 
PERICLES 
What I have been, I have forgot to know; 
But what I am, want teaches me to think on: 
A man thronged up with cold, my veins are chill, 
And have no more of life than may suffice 
To give my tongue that heat to ask your help, 
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Which if you shall refuse, when I am dead, 
For that I am a man, pray you see me burièd. 
 
FIRST FISHERMAN 
Die quoth’a? Now gods forbid't; and I have a gown here, come put it on, keep 
thee warm.  
 
PERICLES 
I thank you, sir. 
 
SECOND FISHERMAN 
Hark you my friend: you said you could not beg? 
 
PERICLES 
I did but crave. 
 
SECOND FISHERMAN 
But crave? Then I'll turn craver too, and so I shall ‘scape whipping. 
 
PERICLES 
Why, are all your beggars whipped then? 
 
SECOND FISHERMAN 
Oh not all, my friend, not all; for if all your beggars were whipped I would wish 
no better office than to be beadle. But maister, I'll go draw up the net. 
 
Exit with THIRD FISHERMAN 
 
PERICLES 
[Aside] How well this honest mirth becomes their labor! 
 
FIRST FISHERMAN 
Hark you sir, do you know where ye are? 
 
PERICLES 
Not well. 
 
FIRST FISHERMAN 
Why I'll tell you, this is called Pentapolis, and our king, the good Simonides. 
 
PERICLES 
The good Simonides do you call him? 
 
FIRST FISHERMAN 
Ay sir, and he deserves so to be called for his peaceable reign and good 
government. 
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PERICLES 
He is a happy king since he gains from his subjects the name of good by his 
government. How far is his court distant from this shore? 
 
FIRST FISHERMAN 
Marry sir, half a day's journey; and I'll tell you, he hath a fair daughter, and 
tomorrow is her birthday, and there are princes and knights come from all parts of 
the world to joust and tourney for her love. 
 
PERICLES 
Were my fortunes equal to my desires, I could wish to make one there. 
 
Re-enter SECOND and THIRD FISHERMEN, drawing up a net. 
 
SECOND FISHERMAN 
Help maister help, here's a fish hangs in the net like a poor man's right in the law, 
'twill hardly come out. Ha, bots on't, 'tis come at last, and 'tis turned to a rusty 
armor. 
 
PERICLES 
An armor, friends? I pray you let me see it. 
Thanks fortune yet, that after all thy crosses 
Thou givest me somewhat to repair myself, 
And though it was mine own, part of my heritage, 
Which my dead father did bequeath to me 
With this strict charge even as he left his life: 
'Keep it my Pericles, it hath been a shield 
'Twixt me and death,' and pointed to this brace, 
'For that it saved me, keep it; in like necessity, 
The which the gods protect thee from, may't defend thee.' 
It kept where I kept, I so dearly loved it, 
Till the rough seas that spares not any man 
Took it in rage; though calmed, have given't again. 
 
FIRST FISHERMAN 
What mean you sir? 
 
PERICLES 
To beg of you, kind friends, this coat of worth, 
For it was sometime target to a king: 
I know it by this mark. He loved me dearly, 
And for his sake I wish the having of it, 
And that you'd guide me to your sovereign's court, 
Where with it I may appear a gentleman, 
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And if that ever my low fortune's better 
I'll pay your bounties; till then, rest your debtor. 
 
FIRST FISHERMAN 
Why, wilt thou tourney for the lady? 
 
PERICLES 
I'll show the virtue I have borne in arms. 
 
FIRST FISHERMAN 
Why, do 'ee take it, and the gods give thee good on't! 
 
SECOND FISHERMAN 
Ay, but hark you my friend, 'twas we that made up this garment through the rough 
seams of the waters. I hope, sir, if you thrive, you'll remember from whence you 
had them. 
 
PERICLES 
Believe't, I will. 
By your furtherance I am clothed in steel; 
Unto thy value I will mount myself 
Upon a courser, whose delightful steps 
Shall make the gazer joy to see him tread. 
 
SECOND FISHERMAN 
I'll bring thee to the court myself. 
 
PERICLES 
Then honor be but a goal to my will, 
This day I'll rise or else add ill to ill.                Exeunt 
 
 
Act II. Scene 2. 
 
[Pentapolis.] Sound a sennet. Enter[King] SIMONIDES and 
THAISA, [LADIES, MARSHALL].  
 
SIMONIDES 
Are the knights ready to begin the triumph? 
 
MARSHALL 
They are my liege. 
 
SIMONIDES 
Return them, we are ready, and our daughter here, 
In honor of whose birth these triumphs are, 
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Sits here like beauty's child, whom nature gat 
For men to see, and seeing wonder at.                 [Exit MARSHALL] 
 
THAISA 
It pleaseth you, my royal father, to express 
My commendations great, whose merit's less. 
 
SIMONIDES 
'Tis now your honor, daughter, to entertain 
The labor of each knight in his device. 
 
THAISA 
Which, to preserve mine honor I'll perform. 
 
The FIRST KNIGHT passes by. 
 
SIMONIDES 
Who is the first that doth prefer himself? 
 
THAISA  
A knight of Sparta, my renownèd father, 
His motto is: Your light is life to me. 
 
SIMONIDES 
He loves you well that holds his life of you. 
 
The SECOND KNIGHT passes by. 
 
THAISA 
A prince of Macedon, the motto thus: 
More by gentleness than by force. 
 
The THIRD KNIGHT passes by. 
 
THAISA 
The third, of Antioch, the word: 
The pinnacle of triumph leads me forth. 
 
The FOURTH KNIGHT passes by. 
 
SIMONIDES 
What says the fourth? 
 
THAISA 
The word: Who feeds me does extinguish me. 
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SIMONIDES 
Which shows that beauty hath his power and will, 
Which can as well inflame as it can kill. 
 
The FIFTH KNIGHT passes by. 
 
THAISA 
The fifth, a motto thus: 
True faithfulness by touchstone tried. 
 
[PERICLES as] the SIXTH KNIGHT passes by. 
 
SIMONIDES 
And what's the sixth and last? 
 
THAISA 
He seems to be a stranger here, 
His motto: In this hope I live. 
 
SIMONIDES 
A pretty moral: 
From the dejected state wherein he is, 
He hopes by you his fortunes yet may flourish. 
 
FIRST LADY 
He had need mean better than his outward show, 
For by his rusty outside he appears 
To have practised more the whipstock than the lance. 
 
SECOND LADY 
He well may be a stranger, for he comes 
To an honored triumph strangely furnishèd. 
 
THIRD LADY 
And on set purpose let his armor rust 
Until this day, to scour it in the dust. 
 
SIMONIDES 
Opinion's but a fool that makes us scan 
The outward habit by the inward man. 
But stay, the knights to joust are now ready; 
We will withdraw into the gallery.                                          Exeunt 
 
Between now and the next scene, the joust takes place. Pericles 
wins.  
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Act II. Scene 3/Scene 5. 
 
[Pentapolis. A banquet brought in.] Enter KING [SIMONIDES, 
THAISA, LADIES, MARSHAL] and KNIGHTS from tilting. 
 
SIMONIDES 
Knights, to say you're welcome were superfluous; 
Prepare for mirth, for mirth becomes a feast; 
You are princes and my guests. 
 
THAISA 
But you, my knight and guest, 
To whom this wreath of victory I give 
And crown you king of this day's happiness. 
 
[Thaisa crowns Pericles.] 
 
PERICLES 
'Tis more by fortune, lady, than my merit. 
 
SIMONIDES 
Call it by what you will the day is yours, 
In framing an artist, art hath thus decreed 
To make some good, but others to exceed; 
And you are her laboured scholar. Come, queen a' th' feast, 
For, daughter, so you are, here take your place. 
Marshal: the rest as they deserve their grace. 
 
MARSHAL 
Sir, yonder is your place. 
 
PERICLES 
Some other is more fit. 
 
SIMONIDES 
Sit sir, sit. 
 
THAISA 
 [To SIMONIDES] Sure he's a gallant gentleman. 
 
SIMONIDES 
He's but a country gentleman: 
H'as done no more than other knights have done, 
H'as broken a staff or so, so let it pass. 
 
 
 63 
THAISA 
To me he seems like diamond to glass. 
 
PERICLES 
[Aside] Yon king's to me like to my father's picture, 
Which tells that in glory once he was, 
Had princes sit like stars about his throne, 
And he the sun for them to reverence; 
None that beheld him, but like lesser lights 
Did vail their crowns to his supremacy; 
Whereby I see that time's the king of men: 
He's both their parent, and he is their grave, 
And gives them what he will, not what they crave. 
 
SIMONIDES 
What, are you merry, Knights? 
 
FIRST KNIGHT 
Who can be other in this royal presence? 
 
SIMONIDES 
Here, with a cup that's stored unto the brim, 
As you do love, fill to your mistress' lips, 
We drink this health to you. 
 
KNIGHTS 
We thank your Grace. 
 
SIMONIDES 
Yon knight doth sit too melancholy, 
As if the entertainment in our court 
Had not a show might countervail his worth. 
Note it not you, Thaisa? 
 
THAISA 
What is't to me, my father? 
 
SIMONIDES 
O attend, my daughter, 
Princes in this should live like gods above, 
Who freely give to everyone that comes to honor them; 
And princes not doing so are like to gnats, 
Which make a sound, but killed are wond'red at. 
Therefore to make his entrance more sweet, 
Here, say we drink this standing bowl of wine to him. 
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And furthermore tell him, we desire to know of him 
Of whence he is, his name and parentage. 
 
[Thaisa goes to Pericles] 
 
THAISA 
The king my father, sir, has drunk to you – 
 
PERICLES 
I thank him. 
 
THAISA 
And further, he desires to know of you 
Of whence you are, your name and parentage. 
 
PERICLES 
A gentleman of Tyre, my name Pericles, 
Who, looking for adventures in the world, 
Was by the rough seas reft of ships and men, 
And after shipwreck driven upon this shore. 
 
[Thaisa returns to her place] 
 
THAISA 
He thanks your Grace, names himself Pericles, 
A gentleman of Tyre, who only by misfortune of the seas, 
Bereft of ships and men, cast on this shore. 
 
SIMONIDES 
Now by the gods, I pity his misfortune 
And will awake him from his melancholy. 
Come gentlemen, we sit too long on trifles, 
And waste the time which looks for other revels: 
Even in your armors, as you are addressed, 
Will well become a soldier's dance. 
They dance 
[To PERICLES] Come sir, here’s a lady that wants breathing too, 
And I have heard you knights of Tyre 
Are excellent in making ladies trip, 
And that their measures are as excellent. 
 
PERICLES 
In those that practise them they are, my lord. 
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SIMONIDES 
O, that's as much as you would be denied 
Of your fair courtesy: dance, dance! 
They [PERICLES and THAISA] dance 
Thanks gentlemen to all, all have done well, 
[To PERICLES] But you the best. Pages and lights, to conduct 
These knights unto their several lodgings!  
Yours sir, we have given order be next our own. 
 
PERICLES 
I am at your grace's pleasure. 
 
SIMONIDES 
Princes, it is too late to talk of love, 
And that's the mark I know you level at. 
Therefore each one betake him to his rest; 
To-morrow all for speeding do their best.                   
 
Exit all but SIMONIDES and MARSHALL 
 
SIMONIDES 
So, they are well dispatched.  
Now to my daughter's letter: she tells me here 
She'll wed the stranger knight 
Or never more to view nor day nor light. 
[To Marshall] Find Pericles and fast return him here. 
'Tis well, mistress, your choice agrees with mine, 
I like that well. Nay how absolute she's in't, 
Not minding whether I dislike or no. 
Well, I do commend her choice, and will no longer  
Have it be delayed. Soft, here he comes,  
I must dissemble it. 
 
Enter PERICLES. 
 
PERICLES 
All fortune to the good Simonides! 
 
SIMONIDES 
Let me ask you one thing: 
What do you think of my daughter, sir? 
 
PERICLES 
A most virtuous princess. 
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SIMONIDES 
And she is fair too, is she not? 
 
PERICLES 
As a fair day in summer, wondrous fair. 
 
SIMONIDES 
Sir, my daughter thinks very well of you, 
Ay, so well that you must be her master, 
And she will be your scholar, therefore look to it. 
 
PERICLES 
I am unworthy for her schoolmaster. 
 
SIMONIDES 
She thinks not so: peruse this writing else. 
 
PERICLES 
[Aside] What's here? 
A letter that she loves the knight of Tyre? 
'Tis the king's subtlety to have my life – 
[Aloud] O seek not to entrap me, gracious lord, 
A stranger, and distressèd gentleman, 
That never aimed so high to love your daughter, 
But bent all offices to honor her! 
 
SIMONIDES 
Thou hast bewitched my daughter, and thou art 
A villain. 
 
PERICLES 
By the gods I have not. 
 
SIMONIDES 
Traitor, thou liest. 
 
PERICLES 
Traitor? 
 
SIMONIDES 
Ay, traitor. 
 
PERICLES 
Even in his throat – unless it be the king – 
That calls me traitor I return the lie. 
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SIMONIDES 
[Aside] Now by the gods I do applaud his courage. 
 
PERICLES 
My actions are as noble as my thoughts, 
That never relished of a base descent. 
I came unto your court for honor's cause, 
And not to be a rebel to her state; 
And he that otherwise accounts of me, 
This sword shall prove he's honor's enemy. 
 
SIMONIDES 
No? 
Enter THAISA. 
Here comes my daughter, she can witness it. 
 
PERICLES 
Then, as you are as virtuous as fair, 
Resolve your angry father if my tongue 
Did e'er solicit or my hand subscribe 
To any syllable that made love to you. 
 
THAISA 
Why sir, say if you had, who takes offence 
At that would make me glad? 
 
SIMONIDES 
Yea mistress, are you so peremptory? 
[Aside] I am glad on't with all my heart. 
[Aloud] Will you, not having my consent, 
Bestow your love and your affections 
Upon a stranger? 
[Aloud] Therefore, hear you mistress, either frame 
Your will to mine, and you sir, hear you, 
Either be ruled by me, or I will make you – 
Man and wife. 
Nay come, your hands, and lips must seal it too; 
And being joined, I'll thus your hopes destroy, 
And for further grief, God give you joy! 
What are you both pleased? 
 
THAISA 
Yes, if you love me, sir. 
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PERICLES 
Even as my life my blood that fosters it. 
 
SIMONIDES 
What are you both agreed? 
 
BOTH 
Yes, if't please your Majesty. 
 
SIMONIDES 
It pleaseth me so well that I will see you wed, 
And then with what haste you can, get you to bed.                    Exeunt 
 
 
Act III. Chorus. 
 
Enter CERIMON. 
 
CERIMON 
Now sleep y-slaked hath the rouse, 
No din but snores about the house, 
Made louder by the o’er-fed breast 
Of their most pompous marriage feast. 
Hymen hath brought the bride to bed, 
Where by the loss of maidenhead 
A babe is formed. But then from Tyre, 
Comes messenger with strange inquire –  
Seeking Tyre’s King Pericles 
I’th’court of good Simonides 
For, Antiochus and his daughter dead, 
The men of Tyrus on the head 
Of Helicanus would set on 
The crown of Tyre, but he will none; 
As mutiny he there hastes t’oppress, 
Asks Pericles aid in this distress. 
Brief, Pericles must hence to Tyre; 
His queen with child makes her desire – 
Which who shall cross – along to go; 
Omit we all their dole and woe. 
Lychorida her nurse she takes, 
And so to sea. Their vessel shakes 
On Neptune's billow; half the flood 
Hath their keel cut, but fortune, moved, 
Varies again: the grizzled north 
Disgorges such a tempest forth, 
That, as a duck for life that dives, 
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So up and down the poor ship drives. 
The lady shrieks, and well-a-near 
Does fall in labor with her fear; 
And what ensues in this fell storm 
Shall for itself, itself perform, 
This stage the ship, upon whose deck 
The sea-tossed Pericles appears to speak.               Exit 
 
 
Act III. Scene 1. 
 
Enter PERICLES on shipboard[; storm] 
 
PERICLES 
Thou god of this great vast, rebuke these surges 
Which wash both heaven and hell, and thou that hast 
Upon the winds command, bind them in brass, 
Having called them from the deep, O still 
Thy deaf'ning dreadful thunders, gently quench 
Thy nimble, sulphurous flashes! [Calling] O how, Lychorida, 
How does my queen? Lucina, O 
Divinest patroness, and midwife gentle 
To those that cry by night, convey thy deity 
Aboard our dancing boat; make swift the pangs 
Of my queen's travails! Now Lychorida. 
 
Enter LYCHORIDA [with a baby] 
 
LYCHORIDA 
Here is a thing too young for such a place, 
Who, if it had conceit would die, as I am like to do. 
Take in your arms this piece of your dead queen. 
 
PERICLES 
How? How Lychorida? 
 
LYCHORIDA 
Patience, good sir, do not assist the storm. 
Here's all that is left living of your queen, 
A little daughter. For the sake of it 
Be manly and take comfort. 
 
[He takes the baby] 
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PERICLES 
O you gods! 
Why do you make us love your goodly gifts 
And snatch them straight away? 
 
LYCHORIDA 
Patience, good sir, even for this charge.                   [Exit] 
 
PERICLES 
Now, mild may be thy life, 
For a more blusterous birth had never babe; 
Quiet and gentle thy conditions, for 
Thou art the rudeliest welcome to this world 
That ever was prince's child; happy what follows. 
Even at the first thy loss is more than can 
Thy portage quit with all thou canst find here; 
Now the good gods throw their best eyes upon't. 
 
Enter a SAILOR 
 
FIRST SAILOR 
What courage sir? God save you. 
 
PERICLES 
Courage enough, I do not fear the flaw; 
It hath done to me the worst. Yet for the love 
Of this poor infant, this fresh new seafarer, 
I would it would be quiet. 
 
FIRST SAILOR 
Sir, your queen must overboard: the sea works high, 
The wind is loud and will not lie till the ship 
Be cleared of the dead. 
 
PERICLES 
That's your superstition! 
 
FIRST SAILOR 
Pardon us, sir; with us at sea it hath been still observed, 
And we are strong. In ease turn therefore, briefly yield 'er. 
 
PERICLES 
As you think meet; for she must overboard straight. 
 
[Enter LYCHORIDA and SECOND SAILOR carrying THAISA] 
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LYCHORIDA 
Here she lies sir. 
 
PERICLES 
A terrible child-bed hast thou had, my dear: 
No light, no fire, th' unfriendly elements 
Forgot thee utterly, nor have I time 
To give thee hallowed to thy grave, but straight 
Must cast thee, scarcely coffined in care, 
To lie with simple shells. O Lychorida, 
Bid Nestor bring me spices, ink and taper, 
My casket, and my jewels; and bid Nicander 
Bring me the satin coffin. Lay the babe 
Upon the pillow. Hie thee whiles I say 
A priestly farewell to her. Suddenly, woman. 
 
[Exit LYCHORIDA with the baby] 
 
PERICLES 
Mariner, say, what coast is this? 
 
FIRST SAILOR 
We are near Tarsus. 
 
PERICLES 
Thither, gentle mariner, 
Alter thy course for Tyre. When canst thou reach it? 
 
SECOND SAILOR 
By break of day if the wind cease. 
 
PERICLES 
O make for Tarsus. 
There will I visit Cleon, for the babe 
Cannot hold out to Tyrus; there I'll leave it 
At careful nursing. Go thy ways, good mariner, 
I'll bring the body presently.                             Exeunt[, PERICLES carrying 
THAISA] 
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Act III. Scene 3. 
 
Enter PERICLES at Tarsus, with CLEON and DIONYZA [and 
LYCHORIDA with the infant MARINA] 
 
PERICLES 
Most honored Cleon, I must needs be gone: 
For Tyrus stands in a litigious peace.  
You and yours take from my heart all thanks.  
 
DIONYZA 
O your sweet queen! That the strict fates had pleased 
You had brought her hither to have blest mine eyes with her. 
 
PERICLES 
We cannot but obey the powers above us; 
Could I rage and roar as doth the sea she lies in, 
Yet the end must be as 'tis. My gentle babe Marina, 
Whom, for she was born at sea, I have named so, 
Here I charge your charity withal, leaving her 
The infant of your care, beseeching you to give her 
Princely training that she may be mannered as she is born. 
 
CLEON 
Fear not, my lord, but think your grace 
That fed my country with your corn, for which 
The people's prayers still fall upon you, must in your child 
Be thought on. If neglection should therein make me vile, 
The common body by you relieved 
Would force me to my duty; but if to that 
My nature need a spur, the gods revenge it  
Upon me and mine to the end of generation. 
 
PERICLES 
I believe you; your honor and your goodness 
Teach me to't without your vows. I take my leave; 
Good madam, make me blessèd in your care 
 In bringing up my child. 
 
DIONYZA 
I have one myself 
Who shall not be more dear to my respect 
Than yours, my lord. 
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PERICLES 
Madam, my thanks and prayers. 
O no tears Lychorida, no tears, 
Look to your little mistress on whose grace 
You may depend hereafter. My sweet Marina. 
[To Cleon] Come my lord.                   Exeunt 
 
 
Act III. Scene 4. [New Scene for UMass Production] 
 
CERIMON 
Only I carry wingèd time 
Post on the lame feet of my rhyme, 
Which never could I so convey 
Unless your thoughts went on my way. 
So please your mind to time rewind 
And on new shores come we to find 
Ourselves returned to morning bright 
Just after Per’cles’ storm-tossed night 
When queen he buried in the sea. 
On Ephesus fresh-washed now we 
Disclose events that did unfold; 
No more need you here be told. 
 
 
Act III. Scene 5. [New Scene for UMass Production (from Shakespeare’s III.2)] 
 
Ephesus. Enter CERIMON and PHILEMON. 
 
CERIMON 
(To PHILEMON) Give this to the apothecary, 
And tell me how it works. 
 
Exit PHILEMON, enter TWO MEN with a chest. 
 
CERIMON 
What's that? 
 
FIRST MAN 
Ma’am, even now did the sea toss up upon our shore  
This chest; ’tis of some wreck. 
 
CERIMON 
Set’t down, let's look upon’t. 
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SECOND MAN 
’Tis like a coffin, ma’am. 
 
CERIMON 
Whate'er it be, ’tis wondrous heavy.  
Wrench it open straight. 
If the sea's stomach be o'ercharged with gold, 
’Tis a good constraint of fortune it belches upon us. 
 
SECOND MAN 
’Tis so, my lady. 
 
CERIMON 
O you most potent gods! what's here, a corpse? 
 
FIRST MAN 
Most strange. 
 
CERIMON 
Shrouded in cloth of state, balmed and entreasured 
with full bags of spices! A passport too!  
 [Reading] Here I give to understand 
If ere this coffin drives a-land, 
I, King Pericles, have lost 
This queen, worth all our mundane cost. 
Who finds her, give her burying: 
She was the daughter of a king. 
Besides this treasure for a fee, 
The gods requite his charity. 
If thou livest Pericles, thou hast a heart 
That ever cracks for woe. This chanced tonight. 
 
SECOND MAN 
Most likely ma’am. 
 
CERIMON 
Nay certainly tonight, 
For look how fresh she looks.  
They were too rough that threw her in the sea.  
We’ll make a fire within; do bring her there, 
And Fetch thither all my boxes in my closet.             
Death may usurp on nature many hours, and yet 
The fire of life kindle again. Come. 
[Exeunt] 
 
INTERMISSION 
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Act IV. Chorus. 
 
Enter CERIMON 
 
CERIMON 
So Pericles went home at last, 
His queen on Cer’mon’s shores is cast. 
Now to Marina bend your mind, 
Whom our fast-growing scene must find 
At Tarsus, and by Cleon trained 
In music’s letters; she hath gained 
Of education all the grace 
Which makes high both the art and place 
Of general wonder. But alack 
That monster envy, oft the wrack 
Of earnèd praise, now treason’s knife 
Seeks to crop Marina’s life! 
For keep in mind, our Cleon hath 
A daughter on that self-same path 
Through life as dear Marina. She 
Will ever with Marina be, 
And so the two contend in skill 
In music, art and letters. Still, 
Our absolute Marina gets 
All praises, which are paid as debts 
And not as giv’n; for this so darks 
In Cleon’s girl all graceful marks 
That Cleon's wife with envy rare 
A present murderer does prepare 
For good Marina, that her daughter 
Might stand peerless by this slaughter. 
The sooner her vile thoughts to stead, 
Lychorida our nurse is dead, 
And cursèd Dionyza hath 
The pregnant instrument of wrath 
Pressed for this blow. The unborn event 
I do commend to your content: 
Now Dionyza does appear 
With Leonine, a murderer.                               Exit 
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Act IV. Scene 1. 
 
[Tarsus.] Enter DIONYZA, with LEONINE 
 
DIONYZA 
Thy oath remember, thou hast sworn to do't; 
'Tis but a blow which never shall be known. 
Thou canst not do a thing in the world so soon 
To yield thee so much profit.  
 
LEONINE 
I will do't, but yet she is a goodly creature. 
 
DIONYZA 
The fitter then the gods should have her. 
Here she comes weeping for her only mistress' death. 
Thou art resolved? 
 
LEONINE 
I am resolved. 
 
Enter MARINA with a basket of flowers 
 
MARINA 
I will rob Tellus of her weed 
To strew thy green with flowers; the yellows, blues, 
The purple violets, and marigolds, 
Shall as a carpet hang upon thy grave 
While summer days doth last. Ay me, poor maid, 
Born in a tempest when my mother died, 
This world to me is as a lasting storm 
Whirring me from my friends. 
 
DIONYZA 
How now Marina, why do you keep alone? 
How chance my daughter is not with you? 
Do not consume your blood with sorrowing;  
Have you have a nurse of me. Lord, how your favor's 
Changed with this unprofitable woe. 
Come give me your flowers, walk with Leonine. 
Come Leonine, take her by the arm, walk with her. 
 
MARINA 
No I pray you, I'll not bereave you of your servant. 
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DIONYZA 
Come, come, I love the king your father and yourself, 
With more than foreign heart. Go I pray you, 
Walk and be cheerful once again, reserve 
That excellent complexion, which did steal 
The eyes of young and old. Care not for me, 
I can go home alone. 
 
MARINA 
Well, I will go, 
But yet I have no desire to it. 
 
DIONYZA 
Come, come, I know 'tis good for you. 
Walk half an hour, Leonine, at the least, 
Remember what I have said. 
 
LEONINE 
I warrant you, madam. 
 
Exit DIONYZA 
 
MARINA 
Is this wind westerly that blows? 
 
LEONINE 
South-west. 
 
MARINA 
When I was born the wind was north. 
 
LEONINE 
Was't so? 
 
MARINA 
My father, as nurse says, did never fear, 
But cried 'Good seamen!' to the sailors,  
Galling his kingly hands hauling ropes, 
And clasping to the mast, endured a sea 
That almost burst the deck. 
 
LEONINE 
When was this? 
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MARINA 
When I was born; 
Never was waves nor wind more violent— 
 
LEONINE 
Come, say your prayers. 
 
MARINA 
What mean you? 
 
LEONINE 
If you require 
A little space for prayer, I grant it: 
Pray, but be not tedious, for the gods 
Are quick of ear, and I am sworn 
To do my work with haste. 
 
MARINA 
Why will you kill me? 
 
LEONINE 
To satisfy my lady. 
 
MARINA 
Why would she have me killed now? 
As I can remember by my troth, 
I never did her hurt in all my life, 
I never spake bad word, nor did ill turn 
To any living creature. 
 
LEONINE 
My commission 
Is not to reason of the deed but do't. 
 
MARINA 
You will not do't for all the world I hope. 
You have a gentle heart; I saw you lately 
When you caught hurt in parting two that fought: 
Good sooth it showed well in you; do so now. 
Your lady seeks my life, come you between, 
And save poor me, the weaker. 
 
LEONINE 
I am sworn and will dispatch. 
 
Enter PIRATES 
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FIRST PIRATE 
Hold, villain! 
 
[They grab LEONINE] 
 
SECOND PIRATE 
A prize, a prize! 
 
THIRD PIRATE 
Half part mates, half part. Come, let's have her aboard suddenly. 
 
Exeunt PIRATES with MARINA 
 
LEONINE 
These roguing thieves serve the great pirate Valdes, 
And they have seized Marina – let her go, 
There's no hope she will return: I'll swear she's dead, 
And thrown into the sea.                 Exit 
 
 
Act IV. Scene 2. 
 
[Mytilene.] Enter the three Bawds [PANDER, BAWD, BOULT] 
 
PANDER 
Boult. 
 
BOULT 
Sir. 
 
PANDER 
Search the market narrowly, Mytilene is full of gallants, we lost too much money 
this month by being too wenchless. 
 
BAWD 
We were never so much out of girls, we have but poor three, and they can do no 
more than they can do, and they with continual action are even as good as rotten. 
The stuff we have, a strong wind will blow it to pieces, they are so pitifully 
sodden. 
 
BOULT 
I'll go search the market.                     Exit 
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PANDER 
Three or four thousand gold coins were as pretty a proportion to live quietly and 
so retire. 
 
BAWD 
Why to retire I pray you? Is it a shame to get when we are old? 
 
PANDER 
Oh, our credit comes not in like the commodity, nor the commodity wages not 
with the danger: therefore if in our youths we could pick up some pretty estate, 
'twere not amiss to keep our door hatched, besides the sore terms we stand upon 
with the gods will be strong with us for retiring. 
 
 
BAWD 
Come, other sorts offend as well as we. 
 
PANDER 
As well as we, ay, and better too, we offend worse, neither is our profession any 
trade, it's no calling, but here comes Boult. 
 
Enter BOULT with the PIRATES and MARINA 
 
BOULT 
Come your ways my masters, you say she's a virgin. 
 
FIRST PIRATE 
Oh sir, we doubt it not. 
 
BOULT 
Master, I have gone through for this piece you see, if you like her, so, if not I have 
lost my earnest. 
 
BAWD 
Boult, has she any qualities? 
 
BOULT 
She has a good face, speaks well, and has excellent good clothes: there's no 
farther necessity of qualities can make her be refused. 
 
BAWD 
What's her price, Boult? 
 
BOULT 
I cannot be bated one doit of a thousand pieces. 
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PANDER 
Well, follow me my masters, you shall have your money presently. Wife take her 
in, instruct her what she has to do that she may not be raw in her entertainment. 
 
Exeunt PANDER and PIRATES 
 
BAWD 
Boult, take you the marks of her, the color of her hair, complexion, height, her 
age, with warrant of her virginity, and cry, 'He that will give most shall have her 
first, such a maidenhead were no cheap thing if men were as they have been.’ Get 
this done as I command you. 
 
BOULT 
Performance shall follow.                               Exit 
 
MARINA 
Alack that Leonine was so slack, so slow, 
He should have struck, not spoke; or that these pirates, 
Not enough barbarous, had not o'erboard thrown me 
For to seek my mother! 
 
BAWD 
Why lament you pretty one? 
 
MARINA 
That I am pretty. 
 
BAWD 
Come, the gods have done their part in you. 
 
MARINA 
I accuse them not. 
 
BAWD 
You are light into my hands where you are like to live. 
 
MARINA 
The more my fault to ‘scape his hands where I was to die. 
 
BAWD 
Ay, and you shall live in pleasure. 
 
MARINA 
No. 
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BAWD 
Yes indeed shall you and taste gentlemen of all fashions, you shall fare well, you 
shall have the difference of all complexions. 
 
MARINA 
The gods defend me. 
 
BAWD 
If it please the gods to defend you by men, then men must comfort you, men must 
feed you, men stir you up. 
[Enter BOULT] 
Boult's returned. Now sir, hast thou cried her through the market? 
 
BOULT 
I have cried her almost to the number of her hairs, I have drawn her picture with 
my voice. 
 
BAWD 
And I prithee tell me, how dost thou find the inclination of the people, especially 
of the younger sort? 
 
BOULT 
Faith they listened to me as they would have hearkened to their father's testament, 
there was a Spaniard's mouth so watered and he went to bed to her very 
description. 
 
BAWD 
We shall have him here tomorrow with his best ruff on. 
 
BOULT 
Tonight, tonight! 
 
BAWD 
[To MARINA] Pray you come hither awhile, you have fortunes coming upon you, 
mark me, you must seem to do that fearfully which you commit willingly, despise 
profit, where you have most gain. To weep that you live as ye do makes pity in 
your lovers: seldom but that pity begets you a good opinion, and that opinion a 
mere profit. 
 
MARINA 
I understand you not. 
 
BOULT 
O take her home mistress, take her home, these blushes of hers must be quenched 
with some present practice. 
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BAWD 
Thou sayst true i'faith, so they must. 
Come young one, I like the manner of your garments well. 
 
BOULT 
Ay by my faith, they shall not be changed yet. 
 
BAWD 
[Giving money] Boult, spend thou that in the town, report what a sojourner we 
have, you'll lose nothing by custom. When nature framed this piece, she meant 
thee a good turn, therefore say what a paragon she is, and thou hast the harvest out 
of thine own report. 
 
BOULT 
I warrant you mistress, thunder shall not so awake the beds of eels, as my giving 
out her beauty stir up the lewdly inclined. I'll bring home some tonight. 
 
BAWD 
Come your ways, follow me. 
 
MARINA 
If fires be hot, knives sharp, or water deep, 
Untied I still my virgin knot will keep. 
Diana aid my purpose. 
 
BAWD 
What have we to do with Diana, pray you will you go with us?                          
Exeunt 
 
 
Act IV. Scene 3. 
 
[Tarsus.] Enter CLEON and DIONYZA 
 
DIONYZA 
Why are you foolish, can it be undone? 
 
CLEON 
O Dionyza, such a piece of slaughter 
The sun and moon ne'er looked upon! 
Were I chief lord of all this spacious world 
I'd give it to undo the deed. O villain, Leonine! 
Whom thou hast poisoned too: 
If thou hadst drunk to him't had been a kindness 
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Becoming well thy face. What canst thou say 
When noble Pericles shall demand his child? 
 
DIONYZA 
That she is dead. She died at night, 
I'll say so: who can cross it unless you play 
The impious innocent, and for an honest attribute, 
Cry out 'she died by foul play.' 
 
CLEON 
O, go to. 
Well, well, of all the faults beneath the heavens 
The gods do like this worst. 
  
DIONYZA 
Be it so then. 
Yet none does know but you how she came dead, 
Nor none can know, Leonine being gone. 
She did distain my child and stood between 
Her and her fortunes: none would look on her, 
But cast their gazes on Marina's face, 
Whilst ours was blurted at and held a mawkin 
Not worth the time of day. It pierced me thorough, 
And though you call my course unnatural, 
It greets me as an enterprise of kindness 
Performed to your sole daughter. 
 
CLEON 
Heavens forgive it. 
 
DIONYZA 
And as for Pericles, what should he say? 
We wept after her hearse, and yet we mourn; 
Her monument is almost finished, and  
Her epitaphs in glittering golden characters 
Express a general praise to her, and care 
In us at whose expense 'tis done. 
 
CLEON 
Thou art like 
The harpy, which to betray, dost with 
Thine angel's face seize with thine eagle's talons. 
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DIONYZA 
Ye’re are like one that superstitiously 
Do swear to th’gods that winter kills the flies; 
But yet I know, you'll do as I advise.                      Exeunt 
 
 
Act IV. Scene 4. 
 
Enter CERIMON 
 
CERIMON 
Making to take your imagination  
From bourn to bourn, region to region— 
Where our scenes seem to live—I do beseech you 
Now learn of me, who stand in th'gaps, to teach you 
The stages of our story: Pericles 
Is yet again thwarting the wayward seas, 
Attended on by many a lord and knight, 
To see his daughter, all his life's delight. 
Well-sailing ships, and bounteous winds have brought 
This king to Tarsus – think this pilot thought – 
To fetch his daughter home, who first is gone. 
So, with his steerage, shall your thoughts groan. 
So Pericles in sorrow all devoured, 
With sighs shot through, and biggest tears o'er-showered, 
Leaves Tarsus and again embarks. He swears 
Never to wash his face nor cut his hairs; 
He puts on sackcloth, and to sea. He bears 
A tempest which his mortal vessel tears, 
And yet he rides it out.  
Let Pericles believe his daughter's dead, 
And bear his courses to be orderèd 
By Lady Fortune, while our scene must play 
His daughter's woe and heavy well-a-day 
In her unholy service. Patience then, 
And think you now are all in Mytilene.                        Exit 
 
 
Act IV. Scene 5. 
 
[Mytilene] Enter two GENTLEMEN 
 
FIRST GENTLEMAN 
Did you ever hear the like? 
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SECOND GENTLEMAN 
No, nor never shall do in such a place as this, she being once gone. 
 
FIRST GENTLEMAN 
But to have divinity preached there, did you ever dream of such a thing? 
 
SECOND GENTLEMAN 
No, no. Come, I am for no more bawdy houses, shall's go hear the vestals sing? 
 
FIRST GENTLEMAN 
I'll do anything now that is virtuous, but I am out of the road of rutting for ever. 
 
[Exeunt]; Enter PANDER, BAWD, and BOULT 
 
PANDER 
Well, I had rather than twice the worth of her she had ne'er come here. 
 
BAWD 
Fie, fie upon her, she's able to freeze the god Priapus and undo a whole 
generation. We must either get her ravished or be rid of her. Why, she would 
make a puritan of the devil if he should cheapen a kiss of her. Would she had 
never come within my doors. She's born to undo us.  
 
BOULT 
Faith I must ravish her, or she'll disfurnish us of all our cavalleria and make our 
swearers priests. 
 
Enter LYSIMACHUS 
 
 BAWD 
Here comes the Lord Lysimachus disguised. 
[To LYSIMACHUS] Now the gods to bless your honor. 
 
BOULT 
I am glad to see your honor in good health. 
 
LYSIMACHUS 
You may so, 'tis the better for you that your resorters stand upon sound legs. How 
now, wholesome Iniquity, have you that a man may deal withal and defy the 
surgeon? 
 
BAWD 
We have here one sir, if she would, but there never came her like in Mytilene. 
 
LYSIMACHUS 
If she'd do the deeds of darkness thou wouldst say. 
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BAWD 
Your honor knows what 'tis to say well enough. 
 
LYSIMACHUS 
Well, call forth, call forth. 
 
[Exit BAWD] 
 
BOULT 
For flesh and blood sir, white and red, you shall see a rose, and she were a rose 
indeed, if she had but – 
 
LYSIMACHUS 
What prithee? 
 
[Enter BAWD with MARINA] 
 
BAWD 
Here comes that which grows to the stalk, never plucked yet I can assure you. Is 
she not a fair creature? 
 
LYSIMACHUS 
Faith, she would serve after a long voyage at sea. [Paying the Bawd] Well there's 
for you, leave us. 
 
BAWD 
I beseech your honor give me leave, a word and I'll have done presently. 
 
LYSIMACHUS 
I beseech you do. 
 
BAWD 
[To MARINA] First, I would have you note, this is an honourable man. 
 
MARINA 
I desire to find him so, that I may worthily note him. 
 
BAWD 
Next he's the governor of this country, and a man whom I am bound to. 
 
MARINA 
If he govern the country you are bound to him indeed, but how honorable he is in 
that I know not. 
 
BAWD 
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Pray you, without any more virginal fencing, will you use him kindly? He will 
line your apron with gold. 
 
MARINA 
What he will do graciously I will thankfully receive. 
 
LYSIMACHUS 
Ha' you done? 
 
BAWD 
My lord she's not paced yet, you must take some pains to work her to your 
manage. Come we will leave his honor and her together, go thy ways. 
 
[Exeunt BAWD, PANDER, and BOULT] 
 
LYSIMACHUS 
Now pretty one, how long have you been at this trade? 
 
MARINA 
What trade, sir? 
 
LYSIMACHUS 
Why, I cannot name it but I shall offend. 
 
MARINA 
I cannot be offended with my trade, please you to name it. 
 
LYSIMACHUS 
How long have you been of this profession? 
 
MARINA 
E'er since I can remember. 
 
LYSIMACHUS 
Did you go to't so young, were you gamester at five, or at seven? 
 
MARINA 
Earlier too sir, if now I be one. 
 
LYSIMACHUS 
Why, the house you dwell in proclaims you to be a creature of sale. 
 
MARINA 
Do you know this house to be a place of such resort and will come into't? I hear 
say you're of honorable parts and are the governor of this place. 
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LYSIMACHUS 
Why, hath your principal made known unto you who I am? 
 
MARINA 
Who is my principal? 
 
LYSIMACHUS 
Why, your herb-woman, she that sets seeds and roots of shame and iniquity. Oh 
you have heard something of my power, and so stand aloof for more serious 
wooing, but I protest to thee pretty one, my authority shall not see thee, or else 
look friendly upon thee. Come, bring me to some private place: come, come. 
 
MARINA 
My lord, I entreat you but to hear me. 
Let not authority which teaches you 
To govern others be the means 
To make you misgovern much yourself. 
If you were born to honor show it now; 
If put upon you, make the judgment good 
That thought you worthy of it. 
 
LYSIMACHUS 
How's this? How's this? 
Some more, be sage. 
 
MARINA 
For me that am a maid, 
Though most ungentle fortune have placed me in 
This sty, where since I came diseases have 
Been sold dearer than physic – that the gods 
Would set me free from this unhallowed place, 
Though they did change me to the meanest bird 
That flies i'th'purer air! 
 
LYSIMACHUS 
I did not think 
Thou couldst have spoke so well, ne'er dreamt thou couldst. 
Had I brought hither a corrupted mind, 
Thy speech had altered it, hold, here's gold 
For thee, persever in that clear way thou goest 
And the gods strengthen thee. 
 
MARINA 
The good gods preserve you. 
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LYSIMACHUS 
For me, be you thoughten that I came with 
No ill intent, for to me the very doors 
And windows savour vilely, fare thee well, 
Thou art a piece of virtue, and I doubt not 
But thy training hath been noble, hold, 
Here’s more gold for thee, now fare thee well, 
If thou dost hear from me it shall be for thy good. 
 
Enter BOULT 
 
BOULT 
I beseech your honor one piece for me. 
 
LYSIMACHUS 
Avaunt, thou damnèd doorkeeper. 
Your house, but for this virgin that doth prop it, 
Would sink and overwhelm you. Away.                          Exit 
 
BOULT 
How's this? we must take another course with you. If your peevish chastity, which 
is not worth a breakfast in the cheapest country under the cope, shall undo whole 
household, let me be gelded like a spaniel, come your ways. 
 
MARINA 
Whither would you have me? 
 
BOULT 
I must have your maidenhead taken off, or the common hangman shall execute it. 
Come your ways, we'll have no more gentlemen driven away, come your ways I 
say. 
 
MARINA 
Prithee tell me one thing first. 
 
BOULT 
Come now your one thing. 
 
MARINA 
What canst thou wish thine enemy to be? 
 
BOULT 
Why, I could wish him to be my master, or rather my mistress. 
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MARINA 
Neither of these are so bad as thou art, since they do better thee in their command. 
Thou holdst a place for which the painedst fiend of hell would not in reputation 
change. Thou art the damned door-keeper to every coistrel that comes inquiring 
for his Tib, to the choleric fisting of every rogue thy ear is liable, thy food is such 
as hath been belched on by infected lungs. 
 
BOULT 
What would you have me do? Go to the wars, would you? where a man may serve 
seven years for the loss of a leg and have not money enough in the end to buy him 
a wooden one? 
 
MARINA 
Do anything but this thou doest, empty old receptacles, or common shores of filth, 
serve by indenture to the common hangman. Any of these ways are yet better than 
this, for what thou professest, a baboon, could he speak, would own a name too 
dear. That the gods would safely deliver me from this place! Here, here's gold for 
thee: if that thy master would gain by me, proclaim that I can sing, weave, sew, 
and dance, with other virtues which I'll keep from boast, and will undertake all 
these to teach. I doubt not but this populous city will yield many scholars. 
 
BOULT 
But can you teach all this you speak of? 
 
MARINA 
Prove that I cannot, take me home again and prostitute me to the basest groom 
that doth frequent your house. 
 
BOULT 
Well I will see what I can do for thee, if I can place thee I will. 
 
MARINA 
But amongst honest women. 
 
BOULT 
Faith my acquaintance lies little amongst them, but since my master and mistress 
hath bought you, there's no going but by their consent: therefore I will make them 
acquainted with your purpose, and I doubt not but I shall find them tractable 
enough. Come, I'll do for thee what I can, come your ways.                                 
Exeunt 
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Act V. Chorus. 
 
Enter CERIMON 
 
CERIMON 
Marina thus the brothel ’scapes and chances 
Into an honest house our story says. 
She sings like one immortal, and she dances 
So goddess-like to her admirèd lays 
That pupils lacks she none of noble race! 
They pour their bounty on her, and her gain 
She gives the cursèd bawd. Here we her place, 
And to her father turn our thoughts again 
Where we left him on the sea. We there him lost, 
Now, driven before the winds, he is arrived 
Here where his daughter dwells; and on this coast 
Suppose him now at anchor. The city strived 
God Neptune's annual feast to keep, from whence 
Lysimachus our Tyrian ship espies 
Her banners sable, trimmed with rich expense, 
And to her in his barge with fervour hies. 
In your supposing once more put your sight: 
Of heavy Pericles, think this his bark, 
Where what is done in action – more, if might – 
Shall be discovered; please you sit and hark.                Exit 
 
 
Act V. Scene 1. 
 
Enter Helicanus and a SAILOR 
 
FIRST [TYRIAN] SAILOR 
There is a barge put off from Mytilene, 
And in it is Lysimachus the governor, 
Who craves to come aboard, what is your will? 
 
HELICANUS 
That he have his. 
 
Enter LYSIMACHUS [, LORD] 
 
LYSIMACHUS 
Hail reverend sir, the gods preserve you. 
I am the governor of this place you lie before. 
Seeing this goodly vessel ride before us; 
I made to it to know of whence you are. 
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HELICANUS 
Sir, our vessel is of Tyre, in it the king, 
A man who for this three months hath not spoken 
To anyone, nor taken sustenance, 
But to prorogue his grief. 
 
LYSIMACHUS 
Upon what ground is his distemperature? 
 
HELICANUS 
'Twould be too tedious to repeat, 
But the main grief springs from the loss 
Of a belovèd daughter and a wife. 
 
LYSIMACHUS 
May we not see him? 
 
HELICANUS 
You may, but bootless. 
In your sight, he will not speak to any. 
 
LYSIMACHUS 
Yet let me obtain my wish. 
 
HELICANUS 
Behold him. 
[PERICLES discovered]  
This was a goodly person till the disaster 
That one mortal night drove him to this. 
 
LYSIMACHUS 
Sir, King, all hail, the gods preserve you; 
Hail, royal sir. 
 
HELICANUS 
It is in vain; he will not speak to you. 
 
LORD 
[To HELICANUS] Sir, we have a maid in Mytilene 
I durst wager would win some words of him. 
 
LYSIMACHUS 
'Tis well bethought 
She, questionless, with her sweet harmony, 
And other chosen attractions, would allure 
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And make a battery through his defend parts, 
Which now are midway stopped. 
 
HELICANUS 
Sure all effectless, yet nothing we'll omit 
That bears recovery's name. 
[Exit LORD] 
But since your kindness 
We have stretched thus far, let us beseech you 
That for our gold we may provision have, 
Wherein we are not destitute for want, 
But weary for the staleness. 
 
LYSIMACHUS 
O sir, a courtesy, 
Which if we should deny, the most just God 
For every graff would send a caterpillar, 
And so inflict our province. 
 
[Enter MARINA] 
 
O, here’s the lady that I sent for. 
Welcome fair one. Is't not a goodly present? 
 
HELICANUS 
She's a gallant lady. 
 
LYSIMACHUS 
She's such a one, that were I well assured 
Came of gentle kind, and noble stock, 
I do wish no better choice and think me rarely to wed. 
[To MARINA] Fair one, all goodness that consists in beauty, 
Expect even here, where is a kingly patient. 
If that thy prosperous and artificial feat 
Can draw him but to answer thee in aught, 
Thy sacred physic shall receive such pay 
As thy desires can wish. 
 
MARINA 
Sir, I will use 
My utmost skill in his recovery, but leave us else.  
 
LYSIMACHUS 
See, she will speak to him. Come, let us leave her, 
And the gods make her prosperous. 
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[Exeunt all except PERICLES and MARINA] 
 
MARINA 
Hail sir, my lord lend ear. 
 
PERICLES 
[Pushing her away] Hum, ha. 
 
MARINA 
I am a maid, my lord, that ne'er before 
Invited eyes, but have been gazed on like a comet. 
She speaks, my lord, that may be hath endured 
A grief might equal yours, if both were justly weighed. 
Though wayward fortune did malign my state, 
My derivation was from ancestors 
Who stood equivalent with mighty kings; 
But time hath rooted out my parentage, 
And to the world, and awkward casualties, 
Bound me in servitude. [Aside] I will desist, 
But there is something glows upon my cheek 
And whispers in mine ear 'go not till he speak.' 
 
PERICLES 
‘My fortunes – parentage – good parentage – 
To equal mine –’ Was it not thus? What say you? 
 
MARINA 
I said, my lord, if you did know my parentage 
You would not do me violence. 
 
PERICLES 
I do think so. 
Pray you turn your eyes upon me. 
You are like something that –  What country-woman? 
Here of these shores? 
 
MARINA 
No, nor of any shores, 
Yet I was mortally brought forth and am 
No other than I appear. 
 
PERICLES 
I am great with woe, and shall deliver weeping. 
My dearest wife was like this maid, 
And such a one my daughter might have been:  
My queen's square brows, her stature to an inch, 
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As wand-like straight, as silver-voiced, her eyes  
As jewel-like and cased as richly, in pace 
Another Juno, who starves the ears she feeds, 
And makes them hungry the more she gives them speech.  
Where do you live? 
 
MARINA 
Where I am but a stranger. From the deck 
You may discern the place. 
 
PERICLES 
Where were you bred? 
And how achieved you these endowments which 
You make more rich to owe? 
 
MARINA 
If I should tell my history, it would seem 
Like lies disdained in the reporting. 
 
PERICLES 
Prithee speak. 
Falseness cannot come from thee, for thou 
Lookest modest as justice, and thou seemst 
A palace for the crownèd truth to dwell in. 
I will believe thee and make my senses credit 
Thy relation to points that seem impossible, 
For thou lookst like one I loved indeed. 
What were thy friends? 
How lost thou thy name, my most kind virgin? 
Recount, I do beseech thee, come, sit by me. 
 
[MARINA sits] 
 
MARINA 
My name is Marina. 
 
PERICLES 
O I am mocked, and thou by some incensèd god 
Sent hither to make the world to laugh at me. 
 
MARINA 
Patience good sir, or here I'll cease. 
 
PERICLES 
Nay I'll be patient; thou little knowst how thou 
Dost startle me to call thyself Marina. 
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MARINA 
The name was given me by one that had 
Some power, my father, and a king. 
 
PERICLES 
How, a king's daughter, and called Marina? 
 
MARINA 
You said you would believe me, but not to be 
A troubler of your peace I will end here. 
 
PERICLES 
But are you flesh and blood? 
Have you a working pulse, and are no fairy 
Motion? Well, speak on, where were you born? 
And wherefore called Marina? 
 
MARINA 
Called Marina, 
For I was born at sea. 
 
PERICLES 
At sea, what mother? 
 
MARINA 
My mother was the daughter of a king, who died 
The minute I was born, as my good nurse 
Lychorida hath oft delivered weeping. 
 
PERICLES 
O stop there a little, [aside] this is the rarest dream 
That e'er dulled sleep did mock sad fools withal; 
This cannot be my daughter, burièd. 
[Aloud] Well, where were you bred? I'll hear you more 
To th'bottom of your story, and never interrupt you. 
 
MARINA 
You scorn, believe me, 'twere best I did give o'er. 
 
PERICLES 
I will believe you by the syllable 
Of what you shall deliver, yet give me leave. 
How came you in these parts? Where were you bred? 
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MARINA 
The king my father did in Tarsus leave me, 
Till cruel Cleon with his wicked wife 
Did seek to murder me; and having wooed a villain 
To attempt it, who having drawn to do't, 
A crew of pirates came and rescued me, 
Brought me to Mytilene. 
But good sir, whither will you have me? Why do you weep?  
It may be you think me an impostor; no, good faith: 
I am the daughter to King Pericles, 
If good King Pericles be. 
 
PERICLES 
Ho, Helicanus? 
 
HELICANUS 
Calls my lord? 
 
PERICLES 
Thou art a grave and noble counsellor, 
Most wise in general; tell me if thou canst 
What this maid is, or what is like to be, 
That thus hath made me weep. 
 
HELICANUS 
I know not,  
But here’s the regent, sir, of Mytilene 
Speaks nobly of her. 
 
LYSIMACHUS 
She never would tell her parentage;  
Being demanded that, she would sit still and weep. 
 
PERICLES 
O Helicanus, strike me honored sir, 
Give me a gash, put me to present pain, 
Lest this great sea of joys rushing upon me 
O'erbear the shores of my mortality, 
And drown me with their sweetness: O come hither, 
Thou that begetst him that did thee beget, 
Thou that wast born at sea, buried at Tarsus, 
And found at sea again; O Helicanus, 
Down on thy knees, thank the holy gods as loud 
As thunder threatens us, this is Marina. 
[HELICANUS kneels] 
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What was thy mother's name? Tell me but that, 
For truth can never be confirmed enough, 
Though doubts did ever sleep. 
 
MARINA 
First sir, I pray what is your title? 
 
PERICLES 
I am Pericles of Tyre. 
[MARINA kneels] 
But tell me now my drowned queen's name, as in 
The rest you said thou hast been god-like perfect, 
The heir of kingdoms, and another life 
To Pericles thy father. 
 
MARINA 
Is it no more to be your daughter than 
To say my mother's name was Thaisa? 
Thaisa was my mother, who did end 
The minute I began. 
 
PERICLES 
Now blessing on thee, rise, thou art my child. 
[They rise] 
Give me fresh garments, mine own, Helicanus; 
She is not dead at Tarsus as she should have been 
By savage Cleon, she shall tell thee all. 
Who is this? 
 
HELICANUS 
Sir, 'tis the governor of Mytilene. 
 
PERICLES 
I embrace you. Give me my robes.  
[He is attired] 
I am wild in my beholding, O heavens bless my girl. 
Tell Helicanus, my Marina, 
Tell him o'er point by point, for yet he seems to doubt, 
How sure you are my daughter. 
 
  MARINA and HELICANUS exit 
 
PERICLES 
[To LYSIMACHUS] Shall we refresh us, sir, upon your shore, 
And give you gold for such provision 
As our intents will need? 
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LYSIMACHUS 
Sir, with all my heart,  
And when you come ashore I have another sight.  
 
PERICLES 
You shall prevail were it to woo my daughter, 
For it seems you have been noble towards her. 
 
LYSIMACHUS 
Sir, lend me your arm.  
[Exiting] Marina! 
 
[PERICLES kneels in prayer, and exits during the following 
monologue.] 
 
 
Act V. Scene 2. 
 
[Enter CERIMON] 
 
CERIMON 
Now our sands are almost run,  
More a little, and then dumb. 
You see from this reunion here 
The goddess Dian’ does appear: 
She bids him hie unto her altar 
To tell his story with his daughter, 
And there to offer sacrifice, 
And tell of how he lost his wife. 
So Pericles does change his course 
To offer prayer on Diana’s shores. 
And now, to Ephesus we must, 
For sails were filled and sea was crossed. 
At Dian’s temple now are we, 
And here come King and company. 
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Act V. Scene 3. 
 
[Ephesus] [Enter PERICLES, MARINA, HELICANUS, 
LYSIMACHUS at one door; THAISA, CERIMON at another, 
meeting] 
 
PERICLES 
Hail, Dian: to perform thy just command 
I here confess myself the king of Tyre, 
Who frighted from my country, did wed at Pentapolis 
The fair Thaisa. At sea in childbed died she, 
But brought forth a maid-child called Marina, 
Who, O goddess, wears yet thy silver livery. 
She at Tarsus was nursed with Cleon, who 
At fourteen years he sought to murder, but 
Her better stars brought her to Mytilene, 
'Gainst whose shore riding, her fortunes brought the maid 
Aboard us, where by her own most clear remembrance,  
She made known herself my daughter. 
 
THAISA 
Voice and favour, 
You are, you are, O royal Pericles!                        
 
CERIMON 
Noble sir, if you have told Diana's altar true, 
This is your wife. 
 
PERICLES 
Reverend appearer no, 
I threw her overboard with these very arms. 
 
CERIMON 
Upon this coast, I warrant you. 
 
PERICLES 
'Tis most certain. 
 
CERIMON 
Look to the lady – O she's but overjoyed. 
Early in blustering morn this lady was thrown  
Upon this shore: I oped the coffin, found there 
Rich jewels, recovered her, and placed her here 
In Diana's temple. 
 
 
 102 
THAISA 
O let me look.  
O my lord, are you not Pericles?  
Like him you spake, like him you are:  
Did you not name a tempest, a birth, and death? 
 
PERICLES 
The voice of dead Thaisa. 
 
THAISA 
That Thaisa am I, supposèd dead and drowned. 
 
PERICLES 
Immortal Dian! 
 
THAISA 
[Seeing a ring on PERICLES’ hand] Now I know you better. 
When we with tears parted Pentapolis 
The King my father gave you such a ring.  
 
PERICLES 
This, this! No more, you gods, your present kindness 
Makes my past miseries sports; you shall do well 
That on the touching of her lips I may melt, 
And no more be seen. 
O come, be buried a second time within these arms. 
 
MARINA 
[Kneels] My heart leaps to be gone into my mother's bosom. 
 
PERICLES 
Look who kneels here: flesh of thy flesh, Thaisa; 
Thy burden at the sea, and called Marina, 
For she was yielded there. 
 
THAISA 
[Raises and embraces her] Blest, and mine own. 
 
HELICANUS 
[Kneels] Hail madam, and my queen. 
 
THAISA 
I know you not. 
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PERICLES 
You have heard me say when I did fly from Tyre, 
I left behind a noble substitute –  
 
THAISA 
'Twas Helicanus then. 
 
PERICLES 
This is he; embrace him, dear Thaisa,  
[THAISA embraces HELICANUS] 
Now do I long to hear 
How you were found? How possibly preserved? 
And who to thank, besides the gods, for this  
Great miracle? 
 
THAISA 
Good Cerimon, my lord. 
 
PERICLES 
Reverend madam, 
The gods can have no mortal officer 
More like a god than you. Will you deliver 
How this dead queen re-lives? 
 
CERIMON 
I will, my lord. 
Beseech you first go with me to my house, 
And there we’ll tell of all that’s been  
How saved you come from fell destruction’s blast, 
And though assailed by fortune fierce and keen, 
Your family now is crowned with joy at last. 
Diana be our witness on this day 
That for the good, does goodness come their way; 
Now on your patience evermore attending, 
New joy wait on you: here our play has ending. 
Exeunt 
  
END OF PLAY 
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